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PREFACE. 



As Ihe occasion of this Poem was real, not fictitioms; 
the method pursued in it was rather imposed by what 
spontaneously arose in the Author^ mind on that oc- 
casion, than meditated or designed. Which will ap- 
pear very probable from che nature of it. For it dif- 
fers L\sm the common mode of poetry ; which is, from 
long narrations to draw short morals. Here, on the 
contrary, the narrative is short, and the morality 
arising from it makes the bulk of the Poem. The 
reason of it is, that the facts mentioned did naturally 
pour these moral reflections on the thought of the 
Writer. 






CRITICAL OBSERVATIONS 



Thbbb are three distinct stages in thedevelopmeBlitf flie 
feculties, at which the taste undergoes a perceptible modifica- 
tion, correspondent to the progress of the intellectual charac* 
ter. The first stage is, when the imagination begins to exert 
its newly awakened preceptions, and the whole scene of mental 
Tision presents a field of discovery and wonder. Then all 
that is vast, or wild, or distant, or grand, (it matters not how 
nnprobable the fiction, or how remote from human feelings and 
human interests, so (hat it is decked out in the viyidcolours of 
romance,) is seized, and appropriated by the mind, with emo- 
tions keen as they are indefinite, and laid up as the elements of 
ftiture hopes and day dreams. The passions succeed the ima- 
gination in the order of development : as the child begins to 
^argeinto incipient manhood, while the delusions of romance 
&de around him, new instincts, new wants are awakened, and 
he begins to feel himself alone. The taste participating in 
this change, demands excitement of a different kind. The 
softer colouring of rural nature, the gentler accents of tender 
or of heroic sentiment, scenes of beauty mstead of tales of 
wonder, now have their turn in pleasing; and emotions of en- 
thusiasm, tinctured perhaps with devotional or melancholic 
feeling, swell and agitate the breast. The agitaUons of passion 
subside as the objects of life acquire disnnctness, and as the 
sun of intellect approaching its zenith, shortens the shadows 
which they cast Then, according to i4ie d[u«:>Jioti^\!£tf2ii'^B&. 
character auumes, either the affectioni oH th»\i«wt\.^<^^fisNs^&» 
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the conqneft of the imagttiation, and the taite becomes disci' 
plined to reality, or the selfishness of our nature becomes all 
exerted in the toil of worldly acquisition ; and neither the poe- 
try of &ble, nor the poetry of life, can please any longer. 
The pleasure that is derived from works of imagination, by 
persons in general at the middle period of life, arises almost 
entirely from the recollections of youth being awakened by 
them, or from the skilful exhibition of human art It is the 
judgment instead of the fancy, which now must be won into 
complacency and soothed to delight. Perhaps as life advances, 
and even our intellectual sensations lose something of their 
vividness, we may be found to grow less fastidious or severe in 
our taste ; we regain our fondness for the stronger stimulants of 
imaginative pleasure ; we recur to the gaudy visions of the 
mormng landscape ; we yield ourselves up by an effort of ab« 
stmction to the delusions by which we were once unconscious- 
ly beguiled, and make long forgotten things serve for novelties. 
Then, too, moral reflections on the past, acquire by association 
tnth the remembrances of actual experience, an almost pic- 
turesque interest; and the gravest lessons of the poet have 
power to charm the contemplation. 

No poet has ever acquired an extensive populaiity, who has 
not adapted his subject to the imagination at one of these dis- 
tinct peiiods of development. It is a rare achievement, so to 
combine all tlie elements of imaginative pleasure, as to fasci- 
nate attention at every period. Our great poet has indeed pre- 
sented to us in his Paradise Lost, a theme of sublime wonder, 
end a tale of human passion ; a display of all that is elevated 
in sentiment, daring in invention, and exquisite in skill. Next 
to him, Spenser, the poet of fairy land, has power to cast his 
spells CD the fancy even of boyhood, and to retain the mastery 
of our feelings through the successive phases of our taste. 
Thomson has the charm of gaudincss for our childhood ; the 
first sense of beauty is awakened by colouring. He pleases 
•tin more, as the love of nature and the instincts of passion are 
awakened witkiD us. H« does noi« however, cQia\ixvM<& «X7r»s% 
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to-please. When we speak of Toang, we alwaji refer to Us 
N'ighi Thoughuy It required no ordinary geniai to com- 
mnnicate any poetical interest to a poem on such a plan, and of 
such a class of subjects. Yet this is one of the few poems on 
which the broad stamp of populari^ has been prominently 
impressed. Editions have been multiplied from eveiy press in 
^country. It is to be seen on the shelf <^ the cottager, with 
the Family Bible and the Filgrim*s Progress; and it ranks 
among the first and favourite materials of the poetical libraiy. 
What is more remarkable, is, the French are f(»id of Tonngy 
although they cannot understand either Milton or Shakspeare. 
Young is, in /act, more of the orator than of the poet ; but 
bis oratory is still of a character distinct from the eloquence of 
prose. The JVight Thoughts please us much in the same 
manner as we are captivated by the wonders of fiction : only, 
in this poem, the vastnesa, the grandeur, the novelty, consist, 
not in strange or romantic incidents, but in the unexpected 
turns and adventurous sallies, the daizling pomp of metaphor, 
the infinite succession of combinations and intersections of 
thought, the stratagems of expression, which occur throv^hout 
this long poetical homily ; so that, forbidding as the subject is 
from its severity, he has contrived to enliven it with all the 
graces of wit, chastened by the majesty of truth. Add to 
this, there is a charm in that stem and pensive melancholy 
which is the character of the JVight Thoughts ; a sentimental 
i charm which hangs about moonlight graves, and whispering 
night winds, and funeral cypress, in which those persons 
especially love to indulge, who have known no deeper wounds 
of sensibiUty than those of ficticious griefs, of philosophic pen- 
nveness. 

The worst iault of the JVight Thoughts^ is, that it is so 
evidently the work of the closet. There is none of the fresh- 
ness of the open air, none of the breath of livmg nature in 
Young's poetiy : his flowers are all dried leaves, which 
thou^ gathered in the sunshine, have been laid up till they 
•Imoat smell of death. Young statesa that the fiictt mtnttontd 
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kk th« poem ** M natarftUx poar on the tfaonght of the writer** 
the moral reflections of wfaidh it mainly consists. Cold, graytft 
midnight reflections of this kind, are however Terydifierent firam 
those which spring from the kindlings feelings of the poet under 
tlie impulse of present emotion. Young is too much an egotist 
to be impassioned : he is all thought, thought undisturbed by 
the weakness of feeling ; he is too sublime to sink for a mo- 
ment into the triteness of simple nature. It is the wit and the 
nolitician who has assamed the cassock, and he indeed sup- 
ports it admirably well ; he is evidently sincere and in earnest; 
bvt he cannot quite foi^et his native character. There is a 
weij remarkable instance of this at the close of the EighUi 
Night, where, speaking of Lucifer, he surprises and puzzles the 
modem reader by a sarcasm which has outlived its point : 

'•The world, whose legions cost him slender pay. 
And volonteers around Ins banner swarm, 
. Prudent as Prussia in her zeal for Gaul.'* 

It was inevitable, that in a poem of this kind there shoald be 
1^ luxuriance of faults as well as. of beauties. Johnson tf rms 
ft *' a ^Idemess of thought.*' The perpetual enigma of the 
style at length wearies ; the antitheses pall upon us: we eyen 
grow fatigued with admiration. The faults of Young are, 
however, of genius, and they are amply redeemed by the splen- 
dour which is thrown around them. It is not perhaps peculiar 
to Tom^s poetry, that very young and veiy old persons are 
the most partial to the JVigkt Thoughts : the reason of this 
may be s<M]ght in the circumstances to which wo have adverted, 
M connected with the progpress of taste. It pleases the more 
before the taste has attained the period of refined cultivation, 
because we are then less sensible of the defects of style, and are 
most susceptible of that indistinct feeling (^ awe which the 
gothic gloom of his poetry is adapted to excite. It pleases us 
ai age advances, on account of the sympathetic views of life, 
which make the poetry of Young seem to an old man doubly 
AatoraL The author had passed the sixtieth year when he 
fiUdU»b9d the Fint Nigbi; and there is, it tmux ba ointt!^ 
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•omething of the querulomness, as well as the sameness of ag« 

in the general strain of his sentiments. But his long Com* 
pltunt ieminates, as it should do in Consolation: and the 
Ninth Night is one, which, next to the first three, is most gene- 
lallj ?ead and the most frequently adverted to. 

Edward Toung, the son of Dr. Edward Young, Dean of 
Sanrniy was born at Upham, near Winchester, in 1686. He 
received his education at Winchester Coli^e, from whence he 
was removed to the university of Oxford, and in 1708 he was 
nominated to a law fellowship at All Souls, ly Archbishop 
Tenis(»L In 1716, he was appointed to speak the Latin ora- 
tion, cm occasion of the laying of the foundation of the Cod- 
rii^ton library. His first political adventure was an epistle to 
the Right Honourable George, Lord Lansdowne, ]:Ukiiished in 
1712. In this poem, he began the siege of patronage in which 
we find him still engaged, and still unsuccessfully, in the verf 
decline of life. 

'• Twice told the period spent on stubborn Troy, 
Court favour, yet untaken, I besiege.*' 

f oung was not, however, a neglected, though ho was a dis* 
appointed man. He enjoyed some splendid intimacies. 
Among* his early patrons ranks the infamous Marquis of 
Waarton, with whom, in the beginning of 1717, he travelled 
into Ireland; but of this unenviable patronage, Toung after- 
ward took pains to efface the remembrance. 

While attached to the Exeter family, Young stood a con- 
tested election for Cirencester. He subsequently took orders, 
and became we are informed, a very popular preacher. 

His satires appeared at successive intervals between the 
fiears 1725 and 1728. It is said, that they produced him no 
less a sum than three thousand pounds ; but he was a consider- 
able loser by the *• South sea Dream." 

In July, 1730, he was presented by his college to the rectory 
of Welwyn, in Hertfordshire. In the following year he married 
Lady Elizabeth L^ee, daughter of the Earl of L\lc\i^<bV^vcA 
widow of Colonel Lee. She died \n \1«W. '^t, "mA '^t»<» 
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Temple, the daughter and son-in-law of Lady Elisabeth by 
her former hi^sband, . are supposed to be the Philander and 
^arcissa of the JVight Thoughts ; notwithstanding a passage 
which would seem to intimate that the three persons whose 
deaths he lamented, died within a few months of each other t 
whereas Mrs. Temple died of a consumption, at Lyons, in 
1736, Mr. Temple, m 1740 : but tne variation was perhaps 
ventured on the ground of poetical hcense. 

The JVight Thoughts were t>egun immediately aftex the 
death of Lady Elixabeth. The preface to the Seventh Night 
IS dated July the 7th, 1744 A scandalous and inhuman re' 
port has attributed to Lorenzo^ a real existence in che person 
of the author's Own son. On a comparison ot dates, it ap* 
pears that the supposed Lorenzo was only eight year^ of age, 
when Young sat down to the conipositioc. of the J^ight 
Thoughts. 

Tn 1762| he published ** Resignation;" a surprising displa> 
of unimpaired faculty at fourscore years of age ! Jn April, 
1765, he expired, naving retained his intellects co the last. 
Only four years before, *^ good Dr. Young," 

•• W^ho ^^Mugbt ^ven ^old mirbt come a day too late,** 

was appointed clerk of th& closet to the Princess Dowager, 

Oftheonlytwo friencu whonr. he had to mention in nis will, 

viz. his nousekeeper, and his " friend Henry Stevens, a hatter 

«t the Temple gate,*^ one died a Uttle time before him t-^ 

•• Ah me 1 the dire effect 
Of loitering Here, of deatii defrauded long.** 



THE COMPLAINT. 



NIGHT THE FIRST. 

oil 
LFFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 



TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE ARTHUR ONSLOW, ESCt. 

SPEAKER or THE HOUSE OV COMIfONS. 



Tired Nature's sweet restorer, balmy Sleep! 

He, like the world, his ready visit pays 

Where Fortune smiles; the wretcaed he forsakies; 

Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 

And ltg;hts on lids unsullied with a tear. 

From short (as usual) and disturb'd repose, 
1 wake : how happy they, who wak« no'raore ! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infest the g^ve. 
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreanfls . 
Tumultuous ; where mv wreck'd desponding thought. 
From wave to wave of fancied misepy, 
At random drove, her hehn of reason losX. 
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Though now restored, 'tis only change of pain : 

(A bitter change!) severer for severe: 

The day too short for my distress; and night, 

Even in the zenith of her dark domain, 

Is sunshine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, sable goddess ! from her ebon throne. 
In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumbering world. 
Silence how dead! and darkness how profound! 
Nor eye, nor listening ear, an object finds: 
Creation sleeps. 'Tis as the general pulse 
Of life stood still, and nature made a pause; 
An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be soon fulfill'd: 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lose no more. 

Silence and Darkness ! solemn sisters ! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender thought 
To reason, and on reason build resolve 
(That column of true majesty in man,) 
Assist me: I will thank you in the grave; 
The grave, your kingdom. There this frame shall &1 
A victim sacred to your dreaiy shrine. 
But what are ye? 

THOU, who didst put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning stars, 
Exulting, shouted o'er the rising ball; 
O THOU, whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark, the sun; strike wisdom from my soul; 
My soul, which flies to Thee, her trust, her treasure 
As misers to their goy, while others rest. 
Through this opaque of nature, and of soul. 
This double night, transmit one pitjring ray. 
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To lighten and to cheer. Oh lead my mind 
(A mind that fain would wander from its^woe,) 
Lead it through various scenes of life and death; 
And from each scene the noblest truths inspire. 
Nor less inspire my conduct, than my song: 
Teach my best reason, reason; my best will 
Teach rectitude ; and fix my firm resolve, 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear: 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell strikes one. We take no note of time 
But from its loss. To give it then a tongue 
Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 
I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright. 
It IS the knell of my departed hours : 
Where are they? With the years beyond the flood. 
It is the signal that demands dispatch: 
How much is to be done ! My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow vei^e 
Look down — on what? a fathomless abjrss; 
A dread eternity! how surely minel 
And can eternity belong to me, 
Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour? 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how augusti 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man! 
How passing wonder HE, who made him such! 
Who centred in our make such strange extremes! 
From different natures marvelously mixt, 
Connexion exquisite of distant worlds ! 
Distinguish'd link in being's endless chain! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity! 
A beam ethereal, sullied and absorb'dl 

2 
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Though sullied, and dishonour^ still dinne ! 
Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! 
An heir of giory ! a frail child of dust ! 
' Helpless immortal ! insect infinite ! 
A worm ! a god I I tremble at myself, 
And in myself am lost ! At home a stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, surprised, aghast^ 
And wondering at her own : how reason reels ! 
Oh what a miracle to man is man, 
Triumphantly distress^! what joy, what dread! 
Alternately transported, and alarmM ! 
What can preserve my life ? or what destroy ? 
An angePs arm canH snatch me from the g^ye ; 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

*Ti8 past conjecture ; all things rise in proofl 
While o'er my limbs sleep's soft dominion spread^ 
What though my soul fantastic measures trod 
O'er fairy fields ; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathless woods, or down the craggy steep 
Hurl'd headlong, swam with pain the mantled pool ; 
Or scaled the cliff ; or danced on hollow winds. 
With antic shapes, wild natives of the brain ? 
Her ceasless flight, though devious, speaks ner natare 
Of subtler essence than the trodden clod ; 
Active, aerial, towering, unconfined, 

I Unfetter'd with her gross companion's fall. 

^ Even silent night proclaims my soul immortal t 
Even silent night proclaims eternal day. 
For human weal. Heaven husbands all events : 
Dull sleep instructs, nor sport vain dreams in vain* 

Why then their loss deplore, that are not lost? 
Why wanders wretched thought tiieir tombs around. 
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In infidel distress? Are angels there? 
Slumbers, laked up m dust, ethereal fire. 

They live ! they gpreatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd; and from an eye 
Of tenderness let heavenly pity fall 
On me, more justly number'd with the dead. 
This is the desert, this the solitude : 
How populous, how vital, is the grave ! 
This is creation^s melancholy vault. 
The vale funereal, the sad cjrpress gloom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty shades! 
All, all on earth, is shadow ; all beyond \ 

Is substance ; the reverse is Folly's creed: ; 

How solid all, where change shall be no more! j 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the vestibule : 
Life's theatre as yet is shut, and death, 
Strong death alone, can heave the massy bar, 
This gross impediment of clay remove, 
And make us, embryos of existence, free. 
Ftom real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 
The future embryo slumbering in his sire. 
Embryos we must be, till we burst the shell, 
Ton ambient azure shell, and spring to life, 
The life of gods, oh transport! and of man. 

Yet man, fool man! here buries all his thoughts; 
Inters celestial hopes without one sigh. 
Prisoner of earth, and pent beneath ^the moon. 
Here pinions all his wishes : wmg'd by Heaven 
To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 
Wheire seraphs gather immortality. 
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On life's fair tree, fas< by the throne of God. 

What golden joys ambrosial clustering glow 

In HIS full beam, and ripen for the just. 

Where momentary ages are no more! 

Where time, and pain, and chance, and death, expire! 

And is it in the flight of tnreescore years, 

To push eternity from human thought. 

And smother souls immortal in the dust? 

A soul immortal, spending all her fires. 

Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness, 

Thrown into tumult, rapllired, or alaim'd. 

At aught this scene can threaten or indulge, 

Resembles ocean into tempest wrought, 

To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this censure ? It o'erwhelms myself t 
How was my heart incrusted by the world ! 
Oh how self-fetter'd was my groveling soul ! 
How, like a worm, wa» I wrapt round and round 
In silken thought, which reptile Fancy spun, 
Till darken'd Reason lay quite clouded o'er 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here. 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the skies! 

Night visions may befriend (as sung above:) 
Our waking dreams are fia.tal. How I dreamt 
Of things impossible ! (Could sleep do more f ] 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change! 
Of staple pleasures on the tossing wave ! 
Eternal sunshine in the storms of life! 
How richly were my noon-tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapestries of pictured joys ! 
Joy behind joy, in endless perspective! 
Til! at tleath's toll, whose restless iron tongue 
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Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myself undone. 
Where's now my frenzy's pompous fiimitiire t 
The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged waE 
Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me! 
The spider^s most attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly bliss; it breaks at eveiy breeze. 

O ye blest scenes of permanent delight ! 
FuU, abore measure ! lasting, beyond bound! 
A perpetuity of bliss, is bliss. « 
Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end; 
That ghastly thought would drink up all your joy, 
And quite unparadise the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodged above these rolling spheres ; 
The baleful influenc» of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions eve/y hour; 
And rarely for the better : or the best, 
rviore mortal thun the common births of fate. 
Each moment has its sickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous scythe, whose ample sweep 
Strikes empires from the root : each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower sphere 
Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down 
The fairest bloom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss! su)tlunary bliss! — proud words and vain ! 
Implicit treason to divine decree! 
A bold invasion of the rights of Heaven ! 
I clasp'd the phantoms, and I found them air 
Oh had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace ! 
What ''•*'^«» of aonony had miss'd my heactl 
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Death ! great proprietor of all ! His thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the stars : 
The sun himself by thy permission shines ; 
And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his sphere* 
Amid such mighty plunder, why exhaust 
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me ? 
Insatiate archer ! could not one suffice ? 
Thy shaft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was slain 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had filled her horn. 

Cynthia ! why so pale ! Dost thou lament 

Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve to see thy wheel 
Of ceaseless change outwhirPd in human life? 
How wanes my borrowed bliss ! From fortuned smilCi 
Precarious courtesy ! not virtue's sure, 
Self-given, solar ray of sound delight. 

In every varied posture, place, and hour, 
How widow'd every thought of every joy ! 
Thought, busy thought ! too busy for my peace! 
Through the dark postern of time long elapsed, 
Led softly, by the stillness of the night. 
Led like a murderer, (and such it proves !) 
Strays (wretched rover!) o'er the pleasing past. 
In quest of wretchedness perversely strays ; 
And finds all desert now ; and meets ihe ghoati 
Of my departed joys, a numerous train ! 

1 roe the riches of my former fate : 
Sweet comfort's blasted clusters I lament: 
I tremble at the blessings once so dear ; 
And every pleasure pains me to the heart. 

Tet why complain? or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out the sun his lustre but for me, 
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The single man ? Are angels all beside ! 
I mourn for millions : His the conmion lot ; 
In this shape, or in that, has fate entailM 
The mother's throes on all of woman bom, 
Not more the children, than sure heirs, of pain. 

War, famine, pest, volcano, storm> and fire, 
Intestine broils, c^piiession, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind. 
God's image, disinherited of day, 
Here, plunged in mines, forgets a sun was made. 
There, beings deathless as their haughty lord, 
Are hanmier'd to the gi^lling oar for life; 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap despair. 
Some, for hard masters^ broken under aims. 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread through realms their valour saved. 
If so the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 
Want, and incurable disease, (fell pair!) 
On hopeless multitudes remorseless seize 
At once ; and make a refuge of the gprave. 
How g^aning hospitals eject their dead ! 
What numbers groan for sad admission there ! 
What nxmibers, once in fortune's lap high-fed. 
Solicit the cold hand of charity! 
To shock us more, solicit it in vain ! ^ 

Te silken sons of pleasure ! since in pains *. 

Ton rue more modish visits, visit here, 
And breathe from your debauch : give, and reduce 
Surfeit's dominion o'er you. But so great ' 

Your impudence, you blush at what is right. 

Happy, did sorrow seize on such alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue save*. 
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Disease invades the chastest temperance ; 
And punishment the ^iltless ; and alarm, 
Throug^h thickest shades, pursues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into dang-er turns. 
And, his guard falling, crushes him to death. 
Not Happiness itself makes good her name : 
Our very wishes give us not our wish. 
How distant oft the thing we dote on most, 
From that for which we dote, felicity ! 
The smoothest course of nature has its pains; 
And truest friends, through error, wound our rest* 
Without misfortune, what calamities ! 
And what hostilities, without a foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the best on earth: 
1 But endless is the list of human ills, 
\ And sighs might sooner fail, than cause to sigh. 

A part how small of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man ! the rest a waste, 
Kocks, deserts, frozen seas, and burning sands ; 
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and death* 
Such is earth's melancholy map ! But, far 
More sad ! this earth is a true map of man. 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To woe's wide empire ; where deep troubles toss, 
Loud sorrows howl, envenomed passions bite, 
Bavenous calamities our vitals seize, 
And threatening fate wide opens to devour. 

What. then am I, who sorrow for myself? 
In age, in infancy, from others' aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind. 
That nature's first, last lesson to mankind : 
The selfish heart deserves the pain it feels. 
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More geueruos sonoir, wbile it sinks, exalts ; 
And comcioos Tirtue mitigates the pai^. 
Nor firtue, more than prudence, bids me gire 
Swoln tiMiiig;fat a second channel: who diride, 
Thej weaken too, the torrent of their grieC 
Take then, O Worid! thj much indebted tear: 
How sad a sight is human happiness. 
To those whose thooght can pierce beyond an hour! 

thoa ! whate^ tiioa art, idnise heart exalts ! 
Wouldst thoa I should congratulate thy &te? 

1 know thou wouldst ; thy pride demands it from m^ 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs. 

The salutaiy censure of a firiend. 

Thoa happy wretch ! by blindness thou art bleat; 

By dotage dandled to perpetual smiles. 

^low, smiler ! at thy peril art thou pleased. 

Thy pleasure is the promise of thy pain. 

Misfortune, like a creditor scTere, 

But rises in demand for her delay ; 

She makes a scourge of past prosperity. 

To sting thee more, and double thy distress. 

Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee : 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren sings. 
Dear is thy welfare : think me not unkind ; 
I would not damp, but to secure, thy joys. 
Think not that fear is sacred to the storm : 
Stand on thy guard against the smiles of fate. 
Is Heaven tremendous in its frowns ? Most sure; 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 
A call to duty, not dischaige from care ; 
And should alarm us, fuU as much as woes ; 
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Awake us to their cause, and consequence ; 
O'er our scanned conduct give a jealous eye, 
And make us tremble, weight with our desert » 
Awe nature's tumult, and chastise her joys, 
Lest while we clasp, we kill them ; nay, inyert 
To worse than simple misery their charms. 
RcTolted joys, like foes in ciyil war. 
Like bosom friendships to resentment soui'd. 
With rage enyenom'd rise against our peace. 
Beware what earth calls happiness : beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on less than an immortal base. 
Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine died with thee. Philander ! thy last sigli 
Dissolved the charm : the disenchanted earth 
Lost all her lustre. Where her glittering towers ? 
Her golden mountains, where ? all darkened down 
To naked waste ; a dreary vale of tears : 
The great magician's dead ! Thou poor, pale piece 
Of out-cast earth in darkness ! what a change 
From yesterday ! Thy darling hope so near, 
(Long-labour'd prize !) oh how ambition flush'd 
Thy glowing cheek ! Ambition truly g^reat. 
Of virtuous praise. Death's subtle seed within 
(Sly, treacherous miner !) working in the dark. 
Smiled at thy well-concerted scheme, and beckonM 
The worm to riot on that rose so red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey ! 

Man's foresight Is conditionally wise : 
Lorenzo ! wisdom into folly turns 
Oft, the first instant its idea fair 
To labouriDg thought is bom. How dim oar eyv 
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The present moment terminates our sight ; 
Clouds, thick as those on doomsday, drown the next : 
We penetrate, we prophesy, in yain. 
Time is dealt out hy particles ; and each, 
£ie mingled with the streaming sands of life, 
By fate^ inviolable oath is sworn 
Deep silence, ** where eternity b^ins.^ 

By nature's law, what may be, may be now x 
There's no prerogatiye in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can rise. 
Than man's presumption on to-morrow'& dawn f 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverse 
Is sure to none : and yet on ^sperhapg^ 
This percbdventure, Infamous for lies, 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain hopes ; spin out eternal schemeii 
As we the fatal sisters could out-spin, 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not even Philander had bespoke his shroud ; 
Nor had he cause : a warning was denied : 
How many fall as sudden, not as safe ! 
As sudden, though for years admonish'd home« 
Of human ills the last extreme beware t 
Beware, Lorenzo ! a slow sudden death. 
How dreadful that deliberate surprise ! 
Be Tt^ise to-day ; His madness to defer : 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wisdom is push'd out of life* 
Procrastination is the thief of time ; 
Tear after year it steals, till all are fled. 
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And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 
If not so frequent, would not this be strange 
That His so frequent, this is stranger still. 

Of man's miraculous mistakes, this bears 
The palm, " that all men are about to live,** 
For ever on the brink of being bom. 
All pay themselves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel : and their pride, 
On this reversion, takes up ready praise ; 
At least, their own ; their future selves applauds. 
How excellent that life they ne'er ^vill lead ! 
Time lodged in their own hands is folly's vails ; 
That lodged in fate's, to wisdom they consign ; 
The thing they can't but purpose, they postpones 
'TIS not in folly, not to scorn a fool ; 
And scarce in human wisdom to do more. 
All promise is poor dilatory man, 
And that through every stage : when young, indeed^ 
In full content we sometimes nobly rest, 
Unanxious for ourselves ; and only wish, 
As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise. 
At thirty, man suspects himself a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and rsforms his plan ; 
At fifty, chides his infamous delay, 
Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve ;. 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Kf solves, and re-resolves ; then dies the same. 

And why ? Because he thinks himself immortal. 
All men think all men mortal, but themselves ; 
ruciu^elves^ when some alarming shock of late 
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Strikes through their wounded hearts the sudden 

dread : 
, But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon close ; where pass'd the shaft, no trace is found. 
As from the wing no scar the sky retains ; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel ; 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death : 
Even with the tender tear which* Nature sheds 
O'er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? That were strange ! 

my full heart — - !' But should I give it vent. 
The longest night, though longer far, would fail, 
And the lark listen to my midnight song. 

The sprightly lark's shriU matin wakes the mom , 
Grief's sharpest thorn hard pressing on my breast, 

1 strive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 

The sullen gloom ^ sweet Philomel ! like thee. 
And call the start to listen : every star 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain ; there are who thine excel. 
And charm through distant ages : wrapt in shade, 
Prisoner of darkness ! to the silent hoars. 
How often I repeat their rage divine. 
To lull my grieis, and steal my heart from woe ! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 
Dark, though not blind, like thee, Maeonides ! 
Or, Milton ! thee ; ah I could I reach your strain I 
Or his, who made Maeonides our own. 
Man too he sung ; mimortal man I sing; 
Oft bursts my song beyond the bounds of life 
What now, but immortality, can please ? 

2 
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Oh had he pressM his theme, pursued the track 
Which opens out of darkness into day ! 
Oh tad he, mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soared where I sink, and sung immortal man ! 
How had it bless'd mankind, and rescued mm* 
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ON 

TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP, 



TO THX 
RIOHT HONOURABLE THE EARL OF WILMmOTOS. 



"When the cock crew, he wept;" — smote hy that eye 
Which looks on me, on all : that Power, who bids 
This midnight sentinel, with clarion shrill 
(Emblem of that which shall' awake the dead,] 
Rouse souls from slumber into thoughts of Heayen. 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is fortitude ? 
And, fortitude abandoned, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he sees the light : 
He that is bom, is listed ; life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it best, 
Deserves it least. — On other themes IH dwelL 
Lorenzo ! Ist me turn my thoughts on thee 
And thine, on themes may profit : profit there. 
Where most thy need : themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Phtl ander's dust. He, thus, though dead, 
May still befriend. — ^What themes ? Time's wondrous 

price, 
Death, friendship, and Philander's final scene. 
So could I touch these themes, as mlg^l oYA'MSQk 
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Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite disengaged. 

The good deed would delight me ; half impress 

On my dark cloud an Iris ; and from grief 

CaU glory. — Dost thou mouru Philander's fate ? 

I know, thou say'st it : says thy life the same? 

He mourns the dead, who lives as they desire. 

Where is that thrift, that avarice of Time, 

(O glorious avarice I) thought of death inspires, 

As rumoured robberies endear our gold P 

O time ! than gold more sacred ; more a load 

Than lead to fools ; and fools reputed wise. 

What moment granted man without account ? 

WTiat years are squandre'd, wisdom's debt unpaid f 

Our wealth in days, all due to that discharge. 

Haste, haste, he lies in wait, he's at the door. 

Insidious death ! should his strong hand arrest 

No composition sets tl^e prisoner free. 

Eternity's inexorable chain 

Fast binds ; and vengeance claims the full arresgr. 

How late 1 shudder'd on the brink ! how late 
Life call'd for her last refuge in despair ! 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee 1 owe ; 
Fain would I pay thee with eternity. 
But ill my gem'us answers my desire ; 
My sickly spng is mortal past thy cure. 
Accept,the will ; — that dies not with my strain. 

For what calls thy disease, Lorenzo ? not 
For Esculapian, but for raoraJ aid. 
Thou think'st it folly, to be wise too soon. 
Youth is not rich in time, it may be, poor ; 
Part wtth it as with money, sparing ; pay 
No moment, but in purchase of its worth; 



ON TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 29 

■ 

And what its worth, ask death-beds ; they can telL 
Part with it as with life, reluctant ; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come ; 
Time higher aim'd, still nearer the g^-eat mark 
Of men and angels ; virtue more divine. 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain ? 
(These Heaven benign in vital union binds,] 
And sport we like the natives of the bough, 
When vernal suns inspire ? Amusement reigns 
Man's great demand ; to trifle is to live : 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die ? 

Thou say'st I preach, Lorenzo ! 'Tis confessed. 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ! 
Who wants amusement in the flame of battle ? 
Is it not treason to the soul immortal. 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amuse, when medicines cannot cure ? 
When spirits ebb, when life's enchanting scenes 
Their lustre lose, and lessen in our sight, 
As lands, and cities with their glittering spires. 
To the poor shatter'd bark, by sudden storm 
Tlirown off to sea, and soon to perish there ? 
Will toys amuse ? No : thrones will then be toys, 
And earth and skies seem dUst upon the scale. 

Redeem we time ? — Its loss we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-prized sjjorts ? 
He pleads time's numerous blanks ; he loudly plead? 
The straw-like trifles on life's common stream. .* 

From whom those blanks and trifles, but from thee ? f 
No blank, no trifle, nature made, or meant. ; 

Virtue, or purposed virtue, still be thine : 
This cancels thy complaint at once ; this leaves 

3* 
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In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 
This ^reatens, fills, immortalizes, all ; 
This, the blest art of turning all to g^ld ; 
. This, the good heart's prerogative, to raise 
A royal tribute from the poorest hours : 
Immense revenue ! every moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpose in thy power; 
Thy purpose firm is equal to the deed : 
Who does the best his circumstance allows, 
Does well, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 
Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint ; *^ 
'Tis not in things, o'er thought to domineer. 
Guard well thy ttiought ; our thoughts are heard inHea- 

On all-important Time, through every age, [yen* 
Though much, and warm, the wise have urged ; the man 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 

" IVe lost a day" the prince who nobly cried, 

Had been an emperor without his crown ; 
Of Rome ? say, rather, lord of human race : 
He spoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So should all speak : so reason speaks in all : 
From the soft whispers of that God in man, 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly. 
For rescue from the blessing we possess ? 
Time the supreme ! — Time is eternity ; 
Pregp:iant with all eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with all that makes archangels smile. 
Who murders time, he crushes in the birth 
A power ethereal, only not adored. 

Ah ! how unjust to nature, and himself, 
Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man ! 
liike children babbling nonsense in their sports, 
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We censure nature for a span too ^bort : 
That span too short, we tax as tedious too ; 
Torture inrention, all expedients tire, 
To lash the lingering moments into speed. 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourselyes. 
Art, brainless art ! our furious charioteer 
(For nature's Toice unstifled would recall,] 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of death; 
Death, most our dread ; death, thus more dreadful 
Oh what a riddle of absurdity ! [made : 

Leisure is pain ; takes off our chariot wheels: 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 
Blest leisure is our curse : like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander ; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groaned 
The world beneath, we groBiv beneath an hour. 
We cry for mercy to the next anyisement : 
The next amusement mortgages our fields ; ^ 
Slight inconvenience ! prisons hardly frown, 
From hateful time if prisons set us free. 
Yet when death kindly tenders us relief, \ 

We call him cruel ; years to moments shrink, 
Ages to years. The telescope is turned. 
To man's false optics (from liis folly false] 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings. 
And seems to creep, decrepit with his age : 
Behold him, when past by ; what then is seen, 
But his broad pinions swifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction strong. 
Rueful, aghast I cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes these errors, and these ills ; 
To nature just, their cause and cure explore* 



! 
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Not short Heaven's bounty, boundless our expense: 

No nig^nl, nature ; men are prodigals. 

We waste, not use, our time : we breathe, not live. 

Time wasted is existence, used is life : 

And bare existence, man, to live ordain'd. 

Wrings, and oppresses with enormous weight 

And why ? since time was given for use, not waste, 

Enjoin'd to fly ; with tempest, tide, and stars, 

To keep his speed, nor ever wait for man. 

Time's use was doom'd a pleasure : waste, a pain ; 

That man might feel his error, if unseen : 

And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 

Not, blundering, split on idleness for ease. 

Life's cares are comforts ; such by Heaven designVl : 

He that has none, must make them, or be wretched. 

Cares are employments ; and without employ 

The soul is on a rack ; the rack of rest. 

To souls most adverse ; action all their joy. 

Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds : 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wrestle with great nature's plan : 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart his will, shall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourselves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broils : 
We push time from us, and we wish him back ; 
Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life ; 
Life we think long, and short ; death seek, and shun j 
Body and soul, like peevish man and wife, 
] United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here. 
Flow tasteless ! and how terrible, when gone ! 



ON TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 3S 

Gone ? tfaey ne^er go ; when past, they haunt us stiD * 
The spirit walks of every day deceased ; 
And smiles ah angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, nor life, delight us. If time past, 
And time possessM, both pain us, what can please? 
That which the Deity to please ordainM, 
Time used. The man who consecrates his houn 
By vigorous effort, and an honest aim. 
At oiice he draws the sting of life and death : 
Hd walks with nature ; and her paths are peace. 
Our error's cause and cure are seen : see next 
Time's nature, orig^ importance, speed ; 
And thy gpreat gfain from urging his career. — 
All-sensual man, because untouched, unseen, 
He looks on time as nothing. — Nothing else 
Is truly man's ; tis fortune's. — Time's a god. 
Hast thou ne'er heard of time's omnipotence ? 
For, or against, what wonders can he do ! 
And will : to stand blank neuter he disdains. 
Not on those terms was Time (heaven's stranger !) 
On his important embassy to man. [sent 

Lorenzo ! no : on the long-destined hour, 
From everlasting ages growing ripe. 
That memorable hour of wondrous birth. 
When the Dread 9hiE, on emanafion bent, 
And big with nature, rising in his might, 
Call'd forth creation (for then Time was bom,) 
By Godhead streaming through a thousand worlds ; 
Not on those terms, from the great days of heaven. 
From old eternity's mysterious orb, 
Was Time cut off, and cast beneath the skies : 
The skies, which watch him in his new ^oAa^ 
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Measuring his motioiis by revolyiog sf^res; 

That horologe machineiy diylDe. 

Hours, days, and months, and years, his childreD, phft 

Like numerous wings, around him as he flies s 

Or rather, as unequal plumes, they shape 

His ample pinions, swift as darted flame. 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest. 

And join anew Eternity his sire ; 

In his immutability to nest. 

When worlds, that count his circles now, unhinged 

(Fate the loud signal sounding,) headlong rush 

To timeless night and chaos, whence they rose. 

Why spur the speedy ? Why with lerities . 
New-wing thy short, short day^ too rapid fll^t? 
KnowM thou, or what thou dost, or what is done f 
Man flies from time, and time from man ; too soon 
In sad dirorce this double flight must end : 
And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then 

Thy sports ? thy pomps ? ^I grant thee, in a state 

Not unambitious ; in the ruffled shroud, '^ 

Thy Parian tomVs triumphant arch beneath* 
Has death his fopperies ? Then well may life 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow shine. 

Ye well-array'd ! ye lilies of our land ! 
Ye lilies male ! wlio neither toil, nor sjnn, 
(As nster lilies might ;] if not so wise 
As Solomon, more sumptuous to the si^t I 
Ye delicate ! who nothing can support 
Yeurselres most insupportable ! for whom 
The winter rose must blow, the sun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo ; silky-soft 
Faronius breathe still softer, or be chid ; 
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And other worlds aend odours, sauce, and song^ 

And robes, and notions, framed in foreign looms! 

•O ye LoREif zos of our age ! who dean 

One moment nnamused, a miseiy 

Not made for feeble man ! who call aload 

For erery bauble drirePd o'er by sense ; 

For rattles, and conceits of erery cast, 

For change of follies, and relays of joy, 

To drag you patient through the tedious length 

Of a short winter^ day— say, sages ! say, 

Wiffe oracles ! say, dreamers of gay dreams I 

How will you weather an eternal nighty 

Where such expedients fail ? 

O treacherous conscience ! while she seems to sleep 
On rose and myrtle, lulled with Syren scmg; 
While she seems, nodding o^er her chaige, to drop 
On headlong appetite the slackened rein, 
And give us up to licence, unrecalPd, 
Unmaik^d ; — see, fitnn behind her secret stand. 
The sly informer minutes erery fault, 
And hev dread diary with horrw fills. 
Not the gross act alone employs her pen : 
She reconnoitres fancy^s airy band, 
A watchful foe ! the formidable spy. 
Listening, overhears the whispers of our camp; 
Our dawning purposes of heart ex^dores. 
And steals our embryos of iniquity. 
As all-rapacious usurers conceal ^ 

Their doomsday-book from all-consuming heirsi 
Thus, with indulgence most serere, she treats 
Us sp^idthrifts of inestimable time ; 
Unnoted, notes each moment misappUed \ 
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In leaves more durable than leaves of brass. 
Writes our whole history : which death shall read 
In every pale delinquent's private ear ; 
And judgment publish ; publish to more worlds 
Than this ; and endless age in groans resound. 
Lorenzo, such that sleeper in thy breast ! 
Such is her slumber ; and her rengeance such 
For slighted counsel ; such thy future peace 1 
And think'st thou still thou canst be wise too socm? 

But why on Time so lavish is my song ? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school^ 
To teach her sons herself: each night we die, 
Each mom are bom anew : each day, a life ! 
And shall we kill each day? If triflhig kilb, j 
Sure vice must butcher. Oh what heaps of shun 
Cry out for vengeance on us ! Time destrojrM 
Is suicide, where more than blood is spilt. 
Time flies, death urges, knells call. Heaven invites, 
HcU threatens : all exerts ; in effort, all ; 
More than creation labours ! labours moref 
And is there in creation, what amidst 
This tumult universal, wingM dispatch, 

And ardent energy, supinely yawns ? 

Man sleeps ; and man alone ; and man, whose fate, 
Fate irreversible, entire, extreme, 
Endless, hair-hung, breeze-shaken, o^er the gulf 
A moment trembles ; drops ! and man, for whom 
All else is in alarm ! man, the sole cause 
Of this surrounding storm ! and yet he sleeps. 
As the storm rockM to rest. — ^Throw years away ! 
Throw empires, and be blameless. Moments seize 
Heaven^s on their wing : a moment we may wish. 
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When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day stand still ; 
Bid him driye back his car, and re-import 
This period past, re-give the given hour. 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want : 
LoRENBO— Oh for yesterday to come ? 

Such is the language of the man awake : 
His ardour such, for what oppresses thee. 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No : 
That mpre than miracle the gods indulge : 
To-day is yesterday retum'd ; returned 
Full powerVl to cancel, expiate, raise, adorn. 
And reinstate us on the rock of peace. 
Let it not share its predecessor's fate ; 
Nor, like its elder sisters, die a fool. 
Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off 
Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still ? 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pourM ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of Heaven? 

Where shall I find Him ? Angels ! tell me wherdi 
You know him ; He is near you : point him out : 
Shall I see glories beaming from his brow P 
Or trace his footsteps by the rising flowers? 
Your golden wings, now hovering o'er him, shed 
Protection ; now, are waving in applause 
To that blest son of foresight ! lord of fate .* 
That awful independent on To-morrow ! 
Whose work is done ; who triumphs m the past ; 
^ Whose yesterdays look backwards with a smile ; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 
That common, but opprobrious lot ! past hours 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 
If folly bounds our prospect by ttiC ^;r\N^^ 

4 
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All feeling of futurity benumVd ; 

All god-like passion for eternals quenchM; 

All relish of realities expired ; 

Renounced all correspondence witli tiie skiet; 

Our freedom chainM ; quite wingless our desue i 

In sense daik-prison'd all that ought to soar; 

Prone to the centre ; crawling in the dust ; 

Dismounted every great and glorious aim ; 

Imbruted every faculty divine ; 

Heart-buried in the rubbish of the world. 

The world, that g^ulf of souls, immortal 800199 

Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 

To reach the distant skies, and triumph there 

On thrones, which shall not mourn their masfisri 

changed, 
Though we from earth ; ethereal, they tiiat felL 
Such veneration due, O man, to man. 

Who venerate themselves, the world despise. 
For what, gay friend ! is this escutcheonM world. 
Which hangs out Death in one eternal night 1 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the shnrnd* 
Life's little stage is a small eminence. 
Inch-high the grave above, that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude : we gaze around ; 
We read their monuments ; we sigh ; and while 
We sigh, we sink ; and are what we deplored ; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot ! 

Is death at distance ? No : he has been on thee ; 
And given sure earnest oi his final blow. 
7^ Me hours that lately smiled, where are they now f 
/ Aid to thought, and ghastly ! drown'd, all drownM 
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la that great deep, trhlch nothing disembogues ! 
And, dying, fiiey bequeath^cl thee small renown. 
The rest are on the wing : how fleet their flight ! 
Already has the fatal train took fire: 
A moment, and the world^s blown up to thee; 
The sun is darkness, and the stars are dust. 

rris greatly wise to talk with our past hours ; 
And ask them, what report they bore to heaven ; 
And how they might hare borne more welcome news. 
Their answers form what men experience call ; - 
If wisdom^s friend, her best ; if not, worst foe. 
Oh reconcile them ! Kind experience cries, 
" There^s nothing here, but what as nothing weight: 
The more our joy^ the more we know it rain ; 
And by success are tutored to despair.^ 
Nor is it only thus, but must be so. 
Who knows not this, though grey, is still a child; 
Loose them from earth the grasp of f(md desire. 
Weigh anchor, and some happier clime explore. 

Art thou so moored thou canst not disengage, 
Nor giye thy thoughts a ply to future scenes ? 
Since, by life^ passing breath, blown up from earth. 
Light, as the summer's dust, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again ; 
Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil. 
And sleep, till earth herself shall be no more : 
Since then (as emmets, their small world o'erthjown) 
We, sore-amazed, from out earth's ruins crawl, 
And rise to fitite extreme of foul or fair, 
As man's own choice (controller of the skies !) 
As man's despotic will, perhaq[>s one hour, 
^Oh how omnipotent is timel) decreeA^ 
Should not each warning give a slrou^ ?iiaxiu.^ 
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Waming, far less than that of bosom torn 
From bosom, bleedmg o^er the sacred dead ! 
Should not each dial strike us as we pass, 
Portentous, as the written wall, which struck, 
O'er ipidnight bowls, the proud Assyrian pale, 
Erewhile hig-h-flush'd, with insolence and wine ? 
Like that, the dial speaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy banquet up : 
" O man, thy kingdom is departing' from thee ; 
And, while it lasts, is emptier than my shade.^ 
Its silent language such : nor ueed^t tl.ou call 
Thy Magi, to decipher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walls : 
Dost ask. How ! Whence ? Belshazzar like, amazed? 
Man's make encloses the sure seeds oi de&th ; 
Life feeds the murderer : ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurse devours. 

But here, Lorenzo, the delusion lies ; 
That solar shadow, as it measures life. 
It life resembles too : life speeds away 
From point to point, though seeming to stand still. 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth : 
Too subtle is the movement to be seen ; 
Yet soon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger ; gnomons, time : 
As these are useless when the sun is set ; • 
So those, but when more glorious reason shines. 
Reason should judge in all ; in reason^ eyC; 
That sedentary shadow travels hard. 
Hut such our gravitation to the wrong, 
i^o prone our hearts to whisper what we wish, 
'Tis later with the .wise than he's aware. 
A WiT.MiNGTOi* goes slower t^ian (be sun: 
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And all mankind mistake their time of day ; 
Even age itself. Fresh hopes are hourly sown 
In furrow 'd brows. To gentle life's descent 
We shut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 
We take fair days in winter, for the spring ; 
And turn our blessings into bane. Since oft 
Man must compute that age he cannot feel, 
He scarce believes he's older for his years. 
Thus, at life's latest eve, we keep in store 
One disappointment sure, to crrivn the rest; 
The disappointment of a promised hour. 

Ojjl this, or similar. Philander ! thou, 
Whose mind was moi'al, as the preacher's tongue; 
And strong to wield all science, worth the name ; 
How often we talk'd down the summer's sim. 
And cool'd our passions by the breezy stream! 
How often thaw'd and shorten'd winter's eve. 
By conflict kind, that struck out latent truth. 
Best found, so sought ; to the recluse more cov ! 
Thoughts disentangle passing o'er the lip ; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song : 
Song, fashionably fruitless ; such as stains 
The fancy, and unhallowed passion fires ; 
Chiming her samts to Cytherea's fane. 

Know'st thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains ? 
As bees mix'd nectar draw from fragrant flowers. 
So men fi-om Friendship, wisdom and delight ; 
■ Twins tied by nature, if they part they die. 
Hast thou no friend to set thy mind abroach ? 
Good sense will stagnate: thoughts shut up want am 
And spoil, like bales unopen'd to the &vlw« 

4* 
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Had thought heen afl, swe^ speech had been doiied ; 
Speech, thongfat^canal ! speech, tiboogfal^ciiterioo too!' 
Thooghi in the mme, may come fiwth g«dd or drasB; 
When coinM in words, we know its real wordk 
If steilini^, store it fer thy future use; 
Twill buy thee boiefit; perhaps, renown. 
Hiought, too, ddireiM, is the more poesessM: 
Teaching, we learn ; and, goring, we retain 
The births of intellect ; when dumb, finrgot. 
Speech yentilates our intellectual fire : 
Speech burnishes our mental magazine; 
Brightens, for ornament ; and whets, for use. 
What numbers, sheathM in eraditicm, lie^ 
Plunged to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And rusted in ; who might hare borne an edge. 
And played a sprightly beam, if bom to speech ; 
If bom blessed heirs of half their mother^ tongue ! 
rris thought's exchange; which, like th^altemate push 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned scum, 
And defecates the student's standing pooL 

In contemplation is his proud resource ? 
'Tis poor, as proud, by converse unsustainM. 
Rude thought runs wild in contemplation'^ field - 
Converse, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due restraint; and emulation's spur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals awed. 
'Tis converse qualifies for solitude ; 
As exercise, for salutary rest 
By that untutor'd, contemplation raves ; 
And nature's fool, by wisdom's is outdone. 

Wisdom, though richer than Peravian mine^, 
And sweeter than the sweet ambrosial hive. 
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What is she, but the means of happiness f 
That uoobtained, than follj more a fool ; 
A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Friendship, the means of wisdom, richly gires 
The precious end, which makes onr wisdom wise. 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, ' 

Denies, or damps an undivided joy. \ 

Joy is an import ; joy is an exchacage; 
Joy flies monopolists : it calls for two; j 

Rich fruit ? Heaven-planted ! never plucked by one. | 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
To social man true relish of himself. 
Full on ourselves, descending in a line, 
Pleasures bright beam is feeble in delight : 
Delight intense, is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pleasures fire the breast 

Celestial Happiness, whenever she stoops 
To visit earth, one shrine the goddess finds, 
And one alone to make her sweet amends 

For absent heaven ^the bosom of a friend; 

Where heart meets heart, reciprocally soft. 

Each other's pillow to repose divine. 

Beware the counterfeit : in passion's flame 

Hearts melt ; but melt like ice, soon harder froze. 

True love strikes root in reason ; passion's foe: 

Virtue alone entenders us for life : 

I wrong her much — entenders us for ever. 

Of Friendship's feirest fruits, the fruit most fisdr 

Is virtue kindling at a rival fire. 

And, emulously, rapid in her race. 

O the soft enmity ! endearing strife ! . 

This carries friendship to bevTiocni-VsdA'^KftBX^ ( r 

And ^Ves the rivit of eternity. . * 
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From fnendship, which outlives my former tbeme&. 
Glorious survivor of old time and death ! 
From friendship, thus, that flower of heavenly seed, 
The wise extract earth's most Hyhlean bliss, 
Superior wisdom, crown'd with smiling joy. 

But for whom blossoms this Elysian flower ? 
Abroad they find, who cherish it at home. 
Lorenzo ! pardon what my love extorts ; 
An honest love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of follies fasten on the great. 
None clings more obstinate, than fancy fond 
That sacred friendship is their easy prey ; 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure. 
Or fascination of a high-born smile. 
Their smiles, the great, and the coquette, throw out 
For others' hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And we no less of ours, when such the bait. 
Ye fortune's cofferers ! ye powers of wealth ! 
Can gold gain friendship ? Impudence of hone ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo ! pride repress ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 
All like the purchase ; few the price will pay : 
And this makes friends sucn miracles below. 

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 
I ishow thee friendship delicate as dear 
Of tender violations apt to die ? 
Reserve will wound it ; and distrust, destroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend. 
But since friends grow not thick on every bough. 
Nor every friend unrotten at the core ; 
FJ/v^f un thy friead^ deliberate \vll\\ 0.\y ' \C*. 
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Pause, ponder, sift ; not eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the chosen ; fixing, fix : 
Judge before friendship, then confide till death. 
Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for thee : 
How gallant danger for earth's highest prize ! 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
•' Poor is the friendless master of a world : 
A world in purchase for a friend is gain." 

So sung he (Angels hear that angel sing ! 
Angels from friendship gather half their joy :) 
So sung Philander, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow solute, and ever-laughing eye. 
He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend , 
His friend, who warm'd him more, who more inspired. 
Friendship's the wine of life ; but friendship new 
(Not such was his) is neither strong, nor pure. 
Oh for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, 
And elevating spirit, of a friend, 
For twenty summers ripening by my side ; 
AH feculence of falsehood long thrown down ; 
An social virtues rising in his soul ; 
As crystal clear ; and smiling as they rise ! 
Here nectar flows : it sparkles in our sight ; 
Rich to the taste, and genuine from the heart. 
High-flavour'd bliss for gods ! on earth how rare ! 
On earth how lost !— Philander is no more. 

Think'st thou the theme intoxicates my song ? 
Am I too warm ? — ^Too warm I cannot be. 
I loved him much ; but now I love him more. 
Like birds, whose beauties languish, half cooceaJJ^ 
TUl, mouaied on the wing, t\ve\r ^V»a^ ^Vosow^ 
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Expanded shine with azure, green, and gold ; 
Hoir blessings brighten as they take their flight I 
His flight Philander took ; his upward flight. 
If ever soul ascended. Had he dropped, \ 
(That eagle genius !) O Had he let fall 
One feather as he flew ; I then had wrote. 
What friends might flatter ; prudent foes forbear; , 
Rivals scarce damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I must : it were pro&ne 
To quench a glory lighted at the skies, 
And cast in shadows his illustrious close. 
Strange ! the theme most affecting, most sublime. 
Momentous most to man, should sleep unsung ! 
And yet it sleeps, by genius unawaked, 
Painim or Christian ; to the blush of wit 
Man's highest triumph ! man's profoundest fidll 
The death-bed of the just ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand ; it merits a divine : 
Angels should paint it, angels ever there ; 
There, on a post of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I presume, then ? But Philandeb, bids , 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls— — 
Yet am I struck ; as struck the soul, beneath 
Aerial groves' impenetrable gloom ; 
Or, in some mighty ruin's solemn shade ; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-bom dust. 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings ; 
Or, at the midnight altar's hallow'd flame. 

It is religion to proceed : I pause 

And enter, awed, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death-bed ? No ; it is his shrine : 
Behold him, there, just rising to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate. 
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It pririleged beyond the common walk 
Of virtuoas life, quite in the verge of heaven. 
Fly, ye profane ! if not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the blessing, and adore the chance. 
That threw in this Bethesda your disease : 
If unrestored by this, despair your cure: 
For here, resistiess demonstration dwells; 
A death-bed^ a detector of the heart 
Here, tired dissimulation drops her mask ; 
Through life's grimace, that mistress of the scene! 
Here, real and apparent are the same. 
You see the man; you see his hold on heaven : 
If sound his virtue ; as Philander^, sound. 
Heaven waits not the last moment ; owns her friends 
On this side death ; and points them out to men : 
A lecture, silent, but of sovereigpi power ! 
To vice, confusion ; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farce the boastful hero plays. 
Virtue alone has majesty in death ; 
And greater still, the more the tyrant frowns. 
FHiLAja>ER ! he severely frowned on thee. . 
** No warning given ! Unceremonious fate ! 
A sudden rush from life's ifkeridian joy ! 
A wrench from all we love ! from all we are ! 
A restless bed of pain! a plunge opaque 
Beyond conjecture! feeble nature's dread! 
Strang reason's shudder at the dark unknown! 
A sun extinguished! a just-opening grave! 
And oh! the last, last, what? (can words express ? 
Thought reach it ?) the last — silence of a friend !^ 
Where are those horrors, that amazement where. 
This hideous group of Uls (which singly shock) 
D«nands from man ! — I thought \i\ici inaixv \j^ \:^<!3;w 
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Through nature^s wreck, through vanquish'd agoniea 
(Like the stars struggling through this midnight 

gloom,) 
What gleams of joy ! what more tlian human peace! 
Where the frafl mortal ? the poor abject worm ? 
No, not in death, the mortal to be found. 
His conduct is a legacy for all. 
Richer than Mammon's for his. single heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields, 
His soul sublime ; and closes with his fate. 

How our hearts bum'd within us at the scene I 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man ? 
His God sustains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour brings glory to his God ! 
Man's glory heaven vouchsafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep ; mix'd tears of grief and joy I 
Amazement strikes ! devotion bursts to flame ! 
Christians adore ! and infidels believe ! 

As some tall tower, or lofty mountain's brow. 
Detains the sun, illustrious from its height ; 
While rising vapours, and descending shades, 
Witli damps, ai»l darkness, drown the spacious yale; 
Undamp'd by doubt, undarken'd by despair, 
pHiiiANDER, thus, augustly rears his head. 
At that black hour, which general horror sheds 
On the low level of the inglorious throng : 
Sweet pe'ace, and heavenly hope, and humble joy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted soul ; 
Destruction gild, and crown him for the 
With incommunicable lustre, bright. 
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FmoM dreams, where tbonght in fancy^ maze rani mad 
To reason, that heaven-ligfated lamp in man^ 
Once more I wake ; and at the destined hoor. 
Punctual as lovers to the moment sworn, 
I ke^ my assi^ation with my woe. 

O ! lost to Tirtue, lost to manly thought, 
Lost to the noble sallies of tlie soul I 
Who think it solitude to be alone. 
Communion sweet ! communion large and ffigh I 
Our reason, guardian angel, and our Grod I 
Then nearest these, when others most remote ; 
And aD, ere long, shall be remote, but these. 
How dreadful, then, to meet th^n all alone, 
A stranger! unacknowledged! unapproved! 
Now woo them ; wed them ; bind them to thy breMt • 
To win thy wish, creation has no more. 
D 5 
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Or if we wish a fourth, it is a friend. — — — 
But friends, how mortal ! dangerous the desire 

Take Phcebhs to yourselves, ye basking bards ! 
Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain-head ; 
And reeling through the wilderness of joy; 
Where sense runs savage, broke from reason's chain, 
And sings false peace, till smother'd by the palL 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike ray song ; 
Unlike the deity my soi.g mvokes. 
I to Day's soft-eyed sister pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival !) and her aid implore; 
Now first implored in succour to the muse. 

Thou, who didst lately borrow * Cynthia's form, 
And modestly forego thine own ! O thou. 
Who didst thyself, at midnight hours, inspire! 
Say, why not Cyntjma pati'oness of song? 
As thou her crescent, she thy character. 
Assumes ; still more a goddess by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare dispute 
This revolution in the world inspired ? 
Ye train Pierian ! Co the lunar sphere. 
In silent hour, address your ardent call 
For aid immortal ; less her brother's right. 
She, with fhe spheres harmonious, ni^tly leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchtess strain; 
A strain for gods, denied to mortal ear. 
Transmit it heard, thou silver queen of Heaven I 
What title, or what name, endears thee most? 
Cynthia ! Cyllene ! Phcebe ! — or dost hear 
Witii higher gust, fair P — D of the skies ! 

*«At the Duke of Norfo1k*t masqaerade. 
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Is that the soft enchantment calls thee down. 

More powerful than of old Circean charm? . 

Come ; but from heavenly banquets with thee bring 

The soul of song, and whisper in mine ear 

The theft dirine ; or in propitious dreams 

(For dreams are thine) transfuse it through thehreail 

Of thy first votary but not thy last; 

If, like thy namesake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be ; kind on such a theme ; 
A theme so like thee, a quite lunar theme« 
Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul / 

Twas night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night ; 
A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp, 
Than that which smote me from Philander^ tomlk 
Narcissa fii^ows, ere his tomb is closed* 
Woes cluster ; rare are solitary woes ; 
They love a train, they tread each other^ he^l : 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The g^ef that statted from my lids for him ; 
Seizes the faithless, alienated tear ; 
Or shaires it, ere it falls. So frequent death. 
Sorrow he more than causes, he confounds ; 
For human sighs his rival strokes contend, 
And make distress, distraction. O Philavde&I 
What was thy fate ? A double fate to me ; 
Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a blow ! 
Like the black raven hovering o'er my peace ; 
Notless a bird of omen, than of prey. 
It called Narcissa long before her hour ; 
ft calPd her tender soul, by break of blis. 
From the first blossom, from the buds of y^^ \ 
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Those few oar DOKkms fate unblasled learet 
In this inclement clime of human life. 

Sweet harmonist ! and beactifol as sweet! 
And yonng as beantifnl ! and soft as yaukgl 
And gay as soft ! and innocent as gatj ! 
And happy (if anght happy here) as good! 
For fortune fond had built her nest on high. 
Lfike birds quite exquisite of note and plume^ 
TransfixM by fate (who lores a lofty mark,) 
How from the summit of the g^^ores he fell. 
And left it unbarmonious ! all its charms 
Extinguish^ in the wonders of her song! 
Her song still vibrates in my ravishM ear. 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(Oh to forget her!) thrilling through my heart! 

Song, beauty, youih, love, virtue, joy, thb gnmp 
Of bright ideas, flowers of paradise. 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and present it to the skies ; as all 
We g^ess of Heaven : and these were all her own* 
And she was mine ; and I was — ^was !— most blessM — 
Gay title of the deepest misery ! 
As bodies g^w more ponderous, robbM of life: 
Good lost weighs more in gprief, than, gain'd, in joy 
Like blossomM trees o^ertumM by vernal storm. 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay : 
And if in death still lovely, lovelier there ; 
Far lovelier ! pity swells the tide of love. 
And will not the severe excuse a sigh P 
Scorn the proud man that is ashamed to weep! 
Our^ tears indulged indeed deserve our shame. 
Ye that e^er lost an angel ! pity me 



KARCI«fA* 

Soon as the lustre languishM in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day od human sig^ht ; 
And on her cheek, tlie residence of springy, 
Pale^men sat; and scatterM fears around 
On ali that saw (and who would cease to gaze, 
That once had seen ?) With haste, parental haste, 
1 flew, I snatchM her from the rigid north. 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to tlie sun ; the sun 
(As if the sun could envy) checkM his beam. 
Denied his wonted succour ; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies ; fairest lilies, not so fair ! 
. Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial lives; 
In mom and evening dew your beauties bathe. 
And drink the sun ; which gives your cheeks to gloify 
And out-blush (mine excepted) every fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often croppM your odours, incense meet 
To thought so pure ! Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coeval race with man ! for man you smile; 
Why not smile at him too ? You share indeed 
His sudden pass ! but not his constant pain. 

So man is made, nought ministers delight. 

But what his glowing passions can engage : 

And glowing passions, bent on auglit below. 

Must, soon or late, with anguish turn the scale ; 

And anguish, after rapture, how severe ! 

Rapture ? Bold man ! who tempts the wrath diviney 

By plucking fruit denied to mortal taste ; 

Wbile here, presuming on the rights of Hs««bu 

fj * 
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For transport doet thoa call on every hour, 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend^s expense be wise: 
Lean not on earth ; ^twill piei^ce tbee to tbe heart; 
A broken reed, at best ; but, oft, a spear ; 
On its diarp point peace bleeds, and 1m^ expires. 

Tom, hop^ess thought ! tarn finom her .■— -Thoiq^fat 
Resentii^ nJlies, and wakes eveiy woe. [repeUM 
SnatchVl ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hoar I 
And when kind fortune, with thy kyer, smiled ! 
And when high-flayouiM thy freab opening joys 1 
And when blind man pronoimi^ thy Uiss complate I 
And on a foreign shore ! where strangers wept I 
Strangers to thee ; and, more surprising still. 
Strangers to kindness, wept : their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears : strange tears ! that tricUed down 
From maiUe hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 
A tenderness that callM them more severe; 
In spite of nature^s soft persuasion, steePd ; 
While nature melted, superstition raved ; 
That moumM the dead ; and this denied a grave. 

Their sighs incensed ; sighn foreign to the will ! 
Their will the tiger suckM, outraged the storm. 
For oh ! the cursed ungodliness of zeal ! 
While sinful flesh rel^ited, spirit nursed 
In blind infallibility's embrace, 
The sainted spirit petrified the breast ; 
Denied the charity of dust, to spread 
O'er dust ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 
What could I do? what succour? what resource? 
With pious sacrilege, a grave I stole ; 
With impious piety, that grave I wrong^ 
Short in my duty : coward in my grief! 
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More like her murdorcr, thaa frieud^ I crept, 
With 8oft-3Uspended step, and, mui&cd deep 
In midnight dagtoess, whispered my last sigh. 
T whisper'd what should echo tlirough their realms ; 
Nor writ her name, whose tomb should pierce the skieB 
Presumptuous fear ! how durst I dread her foes. 
While nature's loudest dictates I obeyed ? 
Pardon necessity, blessed shade ! of g^ef 
And indignation rival bursts I pourM : 
Half execration mingled with my prayer ; 
Kindled at man, while I his God adored ; 
Sore gnidg'd the savage land her sacred dust; 
Stamped the cursed soil ; and, with humanily 
Denied PCarcissa, wished them all a grave. 

Glows my resentment into guilt ^ What g^ilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 
The dead how sacred ! Sacred is the dust 
Of tbis Heaven-labour'd form, erect, divine! 
This Heaven-assumed majestic robe of earth 
He deignM to wear, who hung the vast expanse 
With azure bright, and clothed the sun in gold* 
When eveiy passion sleeps that can offend ; 
When strikes us every motive that can melt; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontroll'd. 
That strongest curb on insult and ill-will ; 
Then, spleen to dust ? the dust of innocence ? 
An angel's dust ? — This Lucifer transcends : 
When he contended for the patriarch's bonet, 
'TttM not the strife of malice, but of pride ; 
The strife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far less than this is shocking in a race 
Most wretched but from streams of mutual love*« 
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And nncpeated, but for lore divine; 
A ad, but for lore diyine, this moment, lost. 
By fate lesorbVl, and sunk in endless night. 
Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
Most horrid ! 'raid stupendous, highly strange ! 
Tet oft his courtesies are smoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandishes the favours he confers, 
And contumelious his humamtj : 
What then his rengeance ? Hear it not, je stars i 
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the sound ; 
Man is to man the sorest, surest in. 
A previous blast Ibret^ls the rising storm ; 
O'erwfaelming turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcanoes bdknv ere they disembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her 3rawning jaws devour; 
And smoke betrays the wide-consuming fire : 
Ruin from man is roost concealed when near, 
And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy ? Would it were ! 
Heaven^ Sovereigp:! saves all beings, but himself^ 
That hideous sight, a naked human heart 

Fired is the muse ? And let the muse be fired : 
Who not ii^amed^ when what he speaks, he feels^ 
And in the nerve most tender, in his friends? 
Shame to mankind t Philander had his foes t 
He felt the truths I sing, and I in him. 
But he, nor I, feel more r past ilh, Narcissa ! 
Are sunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart I 
Which Ueeds with other cares, with olher p^sff^; 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous ills that swaira^ 
O'er thy distinguished fate, and, clustering there 
Thiek as the locusts on the land of Nile. 
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Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 

Reflect (if not forget my touching tale) 

How was each circumstance with aspics armM f 

An aspic each ! and all, an Hydra woe: 

What strong Herculean virtue could suffice ?— 

Or is it virtue to be conquer'd here? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ; 

And each tear mourns its own distinct distress $ 

And each distress, distinctly moum'd demands 

Of grief still more, as heighten^ by the whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes : 

Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 

They make mankind the mourner; carry sig^s 

Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way ; 

And turn the gayest thought of gayest age, 

Down their right channel, through the vale of death. 

The vale of death ! that hushM Cimmerian vale. 
Where darkness, brooding o^er unfinished &te8, 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that interdicts all future change ! 
That subterranean world, that land oi ruin I 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought ! 
There let my the ^^^t expatiate, and explore 
Balsamic truths, and healing sentiments ; 
Of all most wanted, and most welcome^ here. 
For gay LorensoH sake, and for thy own, 
My soul ! " The fruits of dying friends survey ; 
Expose the vain of life : weigh life and death 
Give fifeth his eulogy ; thy fear subdue ; 
And labour that first palm of noble minds, 
A manly scorn of terror from the tomb.^ 

This harvest reap fi'om thy Narciss^.H ^cv«^ 
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M iK)cts foign'd, from A/ax's streaming' blood 

Arose, with grief inscribed, a mournful flower; 

Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 

And first, of dyings friends ; what fruit from these ? 

It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 

To chase our thoughtlessness, fear, pride, and guilt. 

Our dying" friends come o'er us like a cloud, 
To damp our brainless ardours ; and abate 
That ^lare of life, which often blinds the wise. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 
Our ragged pass to death ; to break those bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 
Cross our obstructed way ; and, thus to make 
Welcome, as safe, our port from every storm. 
Each friend by fate snatchM from us, is a plume 
Plack^d from the wing of human vanity, 
Which makes us stoop from our aerial heights, 
And,' dampM with omen of our own decease, 
On drooping pinions of ambition lowered, 
Just skim earth's surface, ere we break it up , 
O'er putrid earth to scratch a little dust. 
And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friends 
Are angels sent on errands full of love; 
-For us they languish, and for us they die : 
And shall they languish, shall they die, in vain ? 
Ungrateful, shall we grieve their hovenng shades 
Wliich wait the revolution in our hearts ? 
Siiall we disdain their silent, soft address ; 
Their posthumous advice, and pious prayer ? '"' 
Senseless^ as herds that graze their hallow VI gpraves. 
Tread under foot their agonies and gnn>ans ; 
Frustrate their anguish, and destroy' tlieir deaths f 
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LoREKZo 1 no i the thought of death indulge ; 
Give it its wholesome empire ! let it reign^ 
That kind cbastiser of thy soul in joy I 
Its reign will spread thy glorious conqnests far, 
And still the tumults of thy ruffled breast: 
Auspicious era I golden days, begin ! 
The thought of death shall, like a g^od, inspire. 
And why not think of death ? Is life the theme 
Of every thought ? and wish of every hour? 
And song of every joy ? Surprising truth ! 
The beaten spaniel's fondness not so strange* 
To wave the numerous ills that seize on life 
As their own property, their lawful prey; 
Ere man has measured half his weary stage, 
His luxuries have left him no reserve, 
No maiden relishes, unbroachM delights ; 
On cold-served repetitions he subsists, 
And in the tasteless present chews the past; 
Disgusted chews, and scarce can swallow down. 
Like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 
Have disinherited his future hours. 
Which starve on orts, and glean their former field. 

Live ever here, Lorenzo ? — shocking thought I 
So shocking, they who wish, disown it too ; 
Disown from shame, what they from folly crave 
Live ever in the womb, nor see the light f 
For what live ever here ? — With labouring step 
To tread our former footsteps ? pace the round 
Etemid ? to climb life's worn, heavy wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new ? to beat, and beat, 
The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? to surfeit on the same, 
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And yawn our joys ? or thank a misery 

For chang^e, though sad ? to see what we hare seenl 

Hear, till unheard, the same old slabbei'd tale ? 

To taste the tasted, and at each return 

Less tasteful ? o'er our palates to decant 

Another vintage ? strain a flatter year, 

Through loaded vessels, and a laser tone ? 

Crazy machines to grind earth's wasted fruits ! ' 

Ill-ground, and worse concocted ! load, not life I 

The rational foul kennels of excess ! 

Still-streaming thoroughfares of dull debauch ! ^.^ 

Trembling each gulp, lest death should snatch the bowL 

Such of our fine ones is the wish refined ! 
So would they have it : elegant desire 1 
Why not invite the bellowing stalls, and wilds f 
But such examples might their riot awe. 
Through want of virtue, that is, want of thought 
(Though on bright thought they father ail their flights,) 
To what are they reduced ? To love, and hate. 
The same vain world ; to censure, and espouse. 
This painted shrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each mcMuent of each day ; to flatter bad 
Through dread of worse ; to cling to this rude rock« 
Barren, to them, of good, and sharp with ills. 
And hourly blackened with impending storms 

And infamous for wrecks of human hope 

Scared at the gloomy gulf, that yawns beneath : 
. Such are their triumphs ! such their pangs of joy ! 

'Tis time, high ,time, to shift this dismal scene. 
This huggM, this hideous state, what art can cure ' 
One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; 
Virtue — she, wonder-working goddess ! charms 
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That rock to bloom ; and tames the painted shreir ; 
And, what will more surprise, Lorenzo ! g^es 
To life's sick, nauseous iteration, change ; 
And straightens nature's circle to a line. 
Belier'st thou this, Lorenzo ? Lend an ear, 
A patient ear ; tbou'lt blush to disbelieFe. 

A languid, leaden iteration reig^, 
And ever must, o'er those whose joys are joys 
Of sight, smell, taste : the cuckow-seasons sing 
The same dull note to such as nothing prize, 
But what those seasons, from the teeming earth, 
To doting sense indulge. But nobler minds. 
Which relish fruits unripen'd by the sun. 
Make their days various t various as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence possess'd. 
On lighten'd minds, that bask in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In that for which they long, for which they live* 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope, 
Each rising morning sees still higher rise ; 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty presents 
To worth maturing, new strong^, lustre, fame; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 
Rolling beneath their elevated aims, 
Makes their fair prospect fairer every hour ; 
Advancing virtue, in a line to bliss ; 
Virtue, Which Christian motives best inspire ! 
And bliss, which Christian schemes alone ensure I 

And shall we then, for virtue's sake, commesice 

Apostates ? and turn infidels for joy ? 

A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer trusty 

6 
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** He pins a^mt this life, who dights the next." - 

What is this life i How few their favourite know 1 

Fond in the dark, and hlind in our embrace. 

By passionately loving life, we make 

Loved life unlovely ; hugging her to death. 

We give to time eternity's regard ; 

And, dreaming, take our passage for our port. 

Life has no value as an end, but means ; 

An end, deplorable ! a means, divine ! 

When ^ our all, 'tis nothing ; worse than nought ; 

A nest of pains ; when held as nothing, much : 

Like some fair humorists, life is most enjoy'd 

When courted least ; most worth, when disesteem^ t 

Then tis the seat of comfort, rich in peace ; 

In prospect richer far ; important ! awful ! • 

Not to be mention'd, but with shouts of praise ! 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy ! 

The mighty basis of eternal bliss ! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted shrew t 
Where now, Lorenzo ! life's eternal round ? 
Have I not made my triple promise good ? 
Vain is the world ; but only to the vain. 
To what compare we then this varying scene, 
Whose worth ambiguous rises, and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, night 
Assists me here.) Compare it to the moon ; 
Dark in herself, and indigent ; but rich 
In boiyow'd lustre from a higher sphere. 
When gross guilt interposes, labouring eartht 
O'ershadow'd, mourns a deep eclipse of joy ; 
Her joys, at brightest, pallid, to that font 
Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 
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Nor 18 that g^lory distant : O Lorenzo! 
A good man, and an angel ! these between, 
How thin the barrier ! What divides their fate ? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year, 
Or, if an age, it is a moment still ; 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. 
Then be, what once they were, who now are gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the skies* 
Starts timid nature at the gloomy pass? 
The soft transition call it ; and be cheerM : 
Such it is often, and why not to thee? 
To hope the best, is pious, brare, and wise ; 
And may itself procure, what it presumes. 
Life is much flattered death is much traduced ; 
Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 
" Strange competition !"^-True, Lorenzo ! strange I 
So little life can cast into the scale. 

Life makes the soul dependent on the dust ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the spheres 
Through chinks, styled organs, dim life peeps at light: 
Death bursts th^ involving cloud, and all is day ; 
All eye, all ear, the disembodied power. 
Death has feign'd evils, aature shall not feel ; 
Life, iUs substantial, wisdom cannot shun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that son of heaven ! 
By tyrant life dethroned, imprison'd, painM ? 
By death enlarged, ennobled, deified? 
Death but entombs the body ; life die soul. ' 

<^ Is death then guiltless ? How he marks his way 
With dreadful waste of what deserves to shine I 
Art, genius, fortune, elevated power ! 
With various lustres these light \xp \\\^ 'W^A'S^ 
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Which death puts out, and darkens human race.^ 

I gprant, Lorenzo ! this indictment jost : 

The sa^, peer, potentate, king, conqueror I 

Death humbles these ; more barbarous life, the man 

Life is the triumph of our mouldeiing clay ; 

Death, of the spirit infinite ! divine ! 

Death has no dread, but what frail life imparts; 

N'or life true joy, but what kind death improves. 

N^o bliss has life to boast, till death can give 

Far greater ; lifers a debtor to the grave, 

Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

LoRENZft ! blush at fondness for a life. 
Which sends celestial souls on errands vile. 
To cater for the sense ; and serve at boards, 
Where every ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, justly claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feast ! a soul, a soul immortal, 
In all the dainties of a brute bemired ! 
Lorenzo! blush at terror for a deathj 
Which gives thee to repose in festive bowers. 
Where nectars sparkle, angels minister. 
And more than angels share, and-«aise, and crown. 
And eternize, the birth, bloom, bursts of bliss. 
What need I more ? O death, the palm is thine. 

Then welcome, death ! thy dreaded harbingers. 
Age and disease ; disease, though long my guest ; 
That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of life: 
Which, pluckM a little more, will tdl the bell» 
That calls my few friends to my funeral ; 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear. 
While reason and religion, better taught. 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
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With irreoth trhirapliuit. Death i§ ▼ktorj; 

It binds in chains the raging ills of h£e 2 

Lust and amhition, wrath and ayarice) 

Dragged at his chariot-wheel, appland his power. 

That ills corrosive, cares importunate, 

Are not immortal too, O death ! is thine. 

Our day of dissolution ! — name it right ; 

*Tis our great pay-day ; *tis our harvest, rich 

And ripe : what though the sickle, sometime keeD^ 

Just scars us as we reap the golden grain ? 

More than thy balm, O Gilead ! heals the wound. 

Birth^s feeble cry, and death^s deep dismal groan, 

Are slender tributes low-tax*d nature pays 

For mighty g^n : the gain of each, a life ! 

But oh ! the last the former so transcends, 

Life dies, compared ; life lives beyond the grave. 

And feel I, death ! no joy from thought of thee? 
Death, the g^at counsellor, who man inspires 
With every nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 
Death, the deliverer, who rescues man ! 
Death, the rewarder, who the rescued crowns ! 
Death, that absolves my birth ; a curse without it ! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares. 
Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy : 
Joy's source, and subject, still subsist unhurt ; 
One, in my soul ; and one, in her great Sire ; 
Though the four winds were warring for my dust.. 
Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night. 
Though prisonM there, my dust too I reclaim 
(To dust when drop proud nature^s proudest spheres,) 
And live entire. Death is the crown of life : 

E 6» 
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Were deatib denied, poor man would lire in rain 
Were death denied, to lire would not be life ; 
fVere death denied, eren Ibok would wish to die. 
Death wounds to cure : we fell ; we rise ; we reifp ! 
Spring from our fetters ; fiisten in the aides ; 
^liere bloomiug Eden withers in our sight : 
Oeath gires us more tlian was in Eden lost, 
niis king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
Wlien shall I die to ranity, pain, death ? 
When shall I die?— When shaU I lire fer erer? 



NIGHT THE FOURTH. 

■ 

THE 

CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH 

CONTAINING 

OOTL ONL7 CXmS FOR THE FEAR OF DEATH, AlTD 

PROPm SENTIMENTS OF HEART ON THAT 

INTERESTING BLESSING. 



TO THE HONO&ABDX HR. TORKK. 



A MUCH indebted niuse, O Forks ! intrades. 
Amid the smiles of fortune, and of youth, 
Thine ear is patient of a serious song. 
How deep implanted in the breast of man 
The dread of death ! I sing its sovereign cure. 

Why start at death ! Where is he ? Death arrired} 
Is past ; not come, or gone, he^s never here. 
Ere hope, sensation fails ; black-boding man 
Receives, not suffers, death's tremendous blow. 
The kneU, the shroud, the mattock, and the grave: 
The deep damp vault, the darkness, and the worm ; 
lliese are the bugbears of a winter's eve. 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagru^iAtion's fool, and error's wretch, 
Man makes a death, which nature never madef 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls ; 
And feels a thousand deaths, in fearing one. 

But were death frightful, what has age to fear? 
If prudent, age should meet the frietvdV^ io^ 
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And shelter in his hospitable gloom. 

I scarce can meet a monument, but holds 

My younger ; every date cries — " Come away.^ 

And what recalls me ? Look the world around. 

And tell me what : the wisest cannot tell. 

Should any bom of woman give his thought 

Full raiige, on just dislike's unbounded field ; 

Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws ; 

Flaws in the best ; the many, flaw all o'er ; 

As leopards, spotted, or, as Ethiops, dark ; 

Vivacious ill ; good dying immature ; 

(How immature, Narcissa's marble tells ! 

And at his death bequeathing endless pain ; 

His heart, though bold, would sicken at the ligbi 

And spend itself in sighs for future scenes. 

But grant to life (and just it is to grant 
To lucky life) some perquisites of joy ; 
A time tJiere is, when, like a thrice-told tale^ 
Long-rifled life of sweet can yield no more. 
But, from our comment on the comedy, 
Pleasing reflections on parts well sustain^ 
Or purposed emendations where we failed ; 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
■When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe, 
Toss fortune back her tinsel, and her plume, 
And drop this mask of flesh behind the scene. 
With me, that time is come ; my world is dead ; 
A new world rises, and new manners reigfn; 
Foreign comedians, a spruce band ! arrive. 
To push me from the scene, or hiss me there, 
What a pert race starts up ! the strangers gaze. 
And I at them ; my neighbour is unknown : 
If or that the worn : ah me I the dire effect 
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Of loitering^ here, of death defrauded long; 
Of old so gracious (and let that suffice,) 
My yery master knows me not. 

Shall I dare say, peculiar is the fate ? 
IVe been so long remembered, Vm forgot. 
An object ever-pressing dims the sight, 
And hides behind its ardour to be seen. 
When in his courtiers^ ears I pour my plaint, 
They drink it as the nectar of the great ; 
A:nd squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrom 
Refusal ! canst thou wear a smoother form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme : 
Who cheapens life, abates the fear of deathi^ 
Twice told the period spent on stubborn Troy, 
Court favour, yet untaken, I besiege ; 
Ambition's iU-judged effort to be rich. 
Alas ! ambition makes my little, less ; 
Imbittering the possessed : why wish ior more ? 
Wishing, of all employments, is the worst ; 
Philosophy's reverse, and health's decav ! 
Were I as plump as stalPd theology, 
Wishing would waste me to this shade ag^n / 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream. 
Wishing is an expedient to be poor. 
^Wishing, that constant hectic of a fool : 
Caught at a court ; purged off by purer air, 
And simpler diet ; gifts of rural life ! 

BlessM be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at rest, beneath this humble shed. 
The world's a stately bark, on dangerous seas, 
With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril , 
Here, on a single plank, thrown safe asKoT^^ 
I hear the fumiilt of the distant \Xvtoxv\^^ 
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As that of seas remote, or dying storms ! 
And meditate on scenes more silent still ; 
Pursue my theme, and fight the fear of deadi. 
Here, like a shepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his staff, 
Eager ambition's fiery chase I see ; 
I see the circling hunt of noisy men, 
Burst law's enclosure, leap the mounds of riglily 
PursuiDg, and pursued, each other's prey ; 
As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox, for wiles ; 
Till death, that mighty hunter, earths them alL • 
Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 
What though we wade in wealth or soar in fame > 
Earth's highest station ends in, '* Here he lies :*• 
And *' Dust to dust" concludes her noblest songt ' 
If this song lives, posterity shall know 
One, though in Britain bom, with courtiers bred. 
Who thought even gold might come a day too late; 
Nor on his subtile death-bed plann'd his scheme 
For future vacancies in church or state ; 

Some avocation deeming it to die, 

Unbit by rage canine of dying rich ; 
Guilt's blunder ! and the loudest laugh of hell. 
O my coevals : remnants of yourselves ! 
Pjoor human ruins, tottering o'er the grave ! ^ 

Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees. 
Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling. 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched soil ? 
Shall our pale, wither'd hands, be still stretch'd out. 
Trembling, at once, with eagerness and age? 
With avarice, and convulsions, grasping hard? 
Grasping stt air \ for what has earth beside ? 
Man wants but little; Dor that little \oiig*. 
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How soon must he resign his very dust, 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! 
Tears unexperienced rush on numerous ills ; 
And soon as man, expert from time, has fonnd 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years I backward look, 
And miss such numbers, numbers too of such, 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age. 
And stricter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play lifers subtle gmme, I scarce believe 
I stHl sunrive : and am I fond of life. 
Who scarce can hink it possible, I liye? 
Aliye by miracle ! or, what is next, i 

Alive by Mead I if I am still alire, \ 

Who long have buried what g^res life to !!?«, | 
Firmness of nenre, and energy of thought f 

Lifers lee is not more shallow than impure, i 

And vapid ; sense and reason show the door. 
Call for my bier, and point me to the dust. 

O thou great Arbiter of life and death 1 
Nature^s immortal, immaterial Sun ! 
Whose all-prolific beam late called me forth 
From darkness, teeming darkness, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The dust I tread on, high to bear my brow. 
To drink the spirit of the g«dden day, 
And triumph in existence; andcouldstkiunr 
No motive, but my bliss ; and hast ordainM 
A rise in blessing ! with the patriarch^ joy. 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown : 
I trust in Thee, and know in whom I trust; 
Or life, or death, is cq\]k«\\ ^eWewct ^^v^\ 
AU weight in this— O let iDA\\ve \oT>tyBB\ 
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Though natare^s terrors, thus, may be repressed ; 
Still froTiras grim death; guilt points the tyrant^s spear. 
And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I set at nought the swarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 
And smiled, unsmitten : small my cause to smile ! 
Deaths admonitions, like shafts upward shot, 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
They strike our hearts, the deeper is their wound. 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it stings : 
Who can appease its anguish ? How it bums ! 
What hand the barbM, envenom'd t ought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace ; 
And turn my sight undaunted on the tcnnb ? 

With joy, — ^with gprief, that healing hand I see ; 
Ah ! too conspicuous ! it is iix^ on high. 
On high ? — ^What means my frenzy ? I blaspheme: 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the skies ! 
Tlie skies it formM ; and now it bleeds for me — 
But Weeds the balm I want — yet still it bleeds. 
Draw the dire steel — Ah no ! the dreadful blessing 
What heart or can sustain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope ; that nail supports 
The falling universe : that gone, we drop ; 
Horror receires us, and the dismal wish 
Creation had been smotherM in her birth-— 
Darkness his curtain, and his bed the dust ; 
When stars and sun are dust beneath his throne I 
In hearen itself can such indulgence dwell ? 
Oh what a groan was there ! a groan not His. 
He seized our dreadful right ; the load sustainM ; 
And heaved the mountain finom a guilty world. 
ji diousaad worlda, ao bought, were bought too de«r. 
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Sensations new in angels* bosoms rise ; 

Suspend their song, and make a pause in bliss. 

Oh for their song, to reach my lofty theme ! 

Inspire me, night ! with all thy tunefol sqpheret: 

Whilst I with seraqphs share seraphic themes, 

And show to men the dignity of man ; 

Lest I blaspheme my subject with my song. 

Shall Pagan pages glow celestial flame. 

And Christian languish? On our hearts, not heads. 

Falls the foul infamy. My heart ! awake : 

What can awake thee, unawaked by this* 

•* Expanded Deity on human weal ?" 

Feel the g^reat truths, which burst the^tenibld night 

Of Heathen error, with a golden flood 

Of endless day : to feel, is to be fired ; 

And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 

Thou most indulgent, most tremendous Power! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous loye ! 
That arms, with awe more awful, thy commands i 
And foul transgression dips in sevenfcdd guilt ; 
How our hearts tremble at thy loye immense ! 
In love immense, inriolably just ! 
Thou, rather than thy justice should be stain'd, 
Didst stain the cross ; and, work of wonders far 
The greatest, that thy Dearest far might bleed. 

Bold |hought ! shall I dare speak it, or repress P 

Should man more execrate, or boast, the g^t [flamed? 

Which roused such vengeance? which such love in- 

O'er g^ilt (how mountainous ! ] with out-stretoh'd aniii» 

Stem justice, and soft-smiling love, embrace, 

Supporting, in full majesty, thy throne, 

When seemM its majesty to need supportv ^ 

Or that, or man, ineyitably losl \ 

1 — 
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What, but the fathomless of thought diYine, 
Could labour such expedient from despair, 
And rescue both? Both rescue ? both exalt t 
Oh how are both exalted by the deed I 
The wondrous deed ! or shall I call it more ? 
A wonder in omnipotence itself! 
A mystery no less to gods than men ! 

Not, thus, our infidels th' Eternal draw ; 
A Grod all o^er, consummate, absolute, 
Full-orVd, in his whole round of rays complete : 
They set at odds Heaven^s jarring attributes ; 
And, with one excellence, another wound ; 
Maim Hearen^ perfection, break its equal heuoB^ 
Bid mercy triumph over — ^God himself, 
Undeified by their opprobrious praise : 
A God all mercy, is a Grod unjust. 

Te brainless wits ! ye baptized infidels ! 
Te worse for mending ! washed to fouler stams ! 
^ The ransom was paid down; the fund of Hearen, 
Hearen^ inexhaustible, exhausted fund. 
Amazing, and amazed, pour'd forth the price, 
All price beyond : though curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to cast the mighty sum : 
Its Talue yast, ungrasp^d by minds create. 
For erer hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 

And was the ransom paid ? It was : and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you. 
The sun beheld it — No, the shocking scene 
Drove back his chariot : midnight veil'd his face; 
Not such as this ; not such as nature makes; 
A midnight nature shuddered to behold ; 
A midnight new ! a dread eclipse (without 
OppoaiDff spheres,) /rom her Creatov*s frown ! 
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Sun! didst thou fly thy Maker^s pain ? or start 
At that enormous load of human g^ilt, 
Which bow'd his blessed head; o'erwhelm'd his cross; 
Made groan the centre; burst earth^s marble womb, 
With pangs, strange pangs 1 deliver'd of her dead ? 
Hell howPd ; and Hearen that hour let fall a tear ; 
Heaven wept, that men might smile! Heaven bled, 

Might never die ! [that man 

And is devotion virtue ? Tis compellM : 
What heart of stone, but glows at thoughts like these/ 
Such contemplations mount us ; and should mount 
The mind still higher ; nor ever g^lance on man, 
Unraptured, uninflamed. — Where roll my thoughts 
To rest from wonders ? Other wonders rise ; 
And strike where'er they roll : my soul is caught : 
Heaven's sovereign blessings, clustering from the cross, 
Rush on her, in a throng, and close her round. 
The prisoner of amaze ! — In His bless'd life, 
[ see the path, and, in his death, the price. 
And in his great ascent, the proof supreme, 
Of immortality. — And did He rise ? 
Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ! 
He rose ! He rose ! He burst the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 
And give liie King of glory to come in. / 

Who is the King of glory ? He who left 
His throne of glory for the pang of death, 
lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 
And give the King* of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of g^lory ? He who slew 
The ravenous foe, that gorged all human race I 
The King of glory. He, whose glory fiU?d 
Heaven \9iih amazement at bis \ove Xo i£aai\ 
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And with divine complacency beheld 
Powers most illumined, wilder^d in the theme. 

The theme, the joy, how then shall man sustain ! 
Oh the burst gates ! crushM sting! demolished throne! 
Last g^p ! of yanquishM death. Shout earth and hea- 
ven! 
This sum of good to man : whose nature, then, 
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb! 
Then, then, I rose ; then first humanity 
Triumphant passM the crysta] ports of light, 
(Stupendous g^est!) and seized eternal youth, 
SeizM in our name. E'er since, 'tis blasphemous 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 
Was, then, transferred to death; and heaven's duratian 
Unalienably seal'd to this frail frame. 
This child of dust — Man, all-immortal ! hail ; 
Hail> Heaven ! all-lavish of strange gifts to man ! 
Thine all the glory ; man's the boundless bliss* - 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme ? 
On Christian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian mount ? — Alas ! small cause for joy ! 
What if to pain immortal ? if extent 
Of being, to preclude a close of woe ? 
Where, then, my boast of immortality ? 
I boast it still, though cover'd o'er with g^ilt : 
For g^uilt, not innocence, his life he poured ; 
^is guilt alone can justify his death ; 
Nor that, unless his death can justify 
Relenting guilt in Heaven's indulgent sight. 
If, sick of folly, I relent ; he writes 
My name in heaven, with that invested spear 
(A 8pe2T deep-dipp'd in blood ! ) which pierced his side, 
And opened there a font for all mfoikiiid) 
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Who striye, who combat crimes, to drink, and liye : 
This, only this, subdues the fear of death. 

And what is this ? — Survey the wondrous cure : 
And, at each step. Jet h^her wonder rise ! 
^^ Pardon for infinite oSence ! and pardon 
Through means that speak its yalue infinite ! 
A pardon bought with blood ! with blood diyine ! 
With blood divine of Him, I mad^ my foe ! 
Persisted to provoke ! though wooM and awed, 
Bless'd and chastised, a flagrant rebel still ! 
A rebel, ^midst the thunders of his throne ! 
Nor I alone ! a rebel universe ! 
My species up in arms ! not one exempt ! 
Yet for the foulest pf the foul, he dies ; 
Most joyM, for the redeemed from deepest guilt ! 
As if our race were held of highest rank ; 
And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man i^ 

Bound, every heart ! and every bosom, bum ! 
Oh what a scale of miracles is here ! 
Its lowest round, high planted on the skies ; 
Its towering summit, lost beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful ascent, with equal praise ! 
Praise ! flow for ever (if astonishment 
Will give thee leave ;) my praise ! for ever flow ; 
Praise ardent, cordial, constant ; to high Heaven 
More fragrant, than Arabia sacrificed, 
And all hei spicy moimtains in a flame. 

So dear, so due to Heaven, shall praise descend. 
With her soft plume (from plausive angeh' wing 
First pluckM by man] to tickle mortal ears, 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great? 
Is praise the perquisite of every V^'*^?^ 
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Though black aa hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
O love of gold ! thou meaoest of amours ! 
Shall praise her odours waste on Virtue's dead, 
Embalm the base, perfume the steoch of goiit. 
Earn dirty bread by washing ^thiops fair, 
Removing filth, or sinking it from sight, 
A scavenger in scenes, where vacant posts. 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones 
Return, apostate praise ! thou vagabond 
Thou prostitute ! to thy first love return, 
Thy first, thy greatest, once unrivai'd theme. 

There flow redundant; like Meander flow,' 
Back to thy fountain ; to that parent Power, 
Who gives the tongue to sound, the thought to soar, 
The soul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtless beneath whose dreadful eye they bow, 
In mutual awe profound of clay to clay. 
Of guilt to guilt ; and turn their back on Thee, 
Great Sire ! whom thrones celestial ceaseless sing ; 
To prostrate angels an amazing scene ! 
O the presumption of man's awe for man ! — 
Man's author ! end ! rostorer ! law ! and judg^ ! 
Thine, all ; day thine, and thine this gloom of nightg 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds: 
What, night eternal, but a frown from "Thee? 
What, heaven's meridian glory, but thy smile ? 
And shall not praise be thine ? not human praise ^ 
While heaven's high host on hallelujahs live ? 

Oh may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My soul in praise to Him, who gave my soul, 
And all her infinite of prospect fair. 
Cat through the shades of hell, great Love ! by thee, 



/ 
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O most adorable ! rnoj^t im adored ! 

Where shall that praise begin which ne'er should end? 

Where'er I turn, what claim on all applause ! 

How is night's sable mantle laboured o'er ! 

How richly wrought with attributes divine I 

What wisdom shines ! what love ! This midnight pompi 

This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid ! 

BuiU with divine ambition ! nought to thee ; 

For others this profusion : Thou, apart, 

Above ! beyond \ Oh tell me, mighty Mind I 

Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep ? 

Call to the sun, or ask the roaring winds, 

For their Creator? Shall I question loud 

The thunder, if in that the Almighty dwells ? 

Or holds He furious storms in straiten'd reins. 

And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car? 

What mean these questioos? — Trembling I retract; 
My prostrate soul adores the present God : 
Praise I a distant Deity ? He tunes 
JEify voice (if tuned;) the nerve, that writes, sustains : 
Wrapp'd in his being, I resoimd his praise : 
But though past all diffused, without a shore. 
His essence ; local is his throne (as meet,) 
To gather the dispersed (as standards, call 
The Usted from afar ;) to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his sons ; 
Since finite every nature but his own. 
' The nameless He, whose nod is nature's birth; 
And nature's shield, the shadow of his hand ; 
Her dissolution, hb suspended smile ! 
The great First-last ! pavilion'd high he sits 
In darkness from excessive splendour bom, 
By godi unseen, unless through lustce IcwX* 



- / 
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Hb glory, to created glory, bright, 

As that to central horrors : he looks down 

On all that soars ; and spans immensity. 

Though night unnumberM worlds unfolds to yiew. 
Boundless creation ! what art thou ? A beam, 
A mere effluyium of his majesty : 
And shall' an atom of this atom- world 
Mutter, in dust and sin, the theme of heaven ? 
Down to the centre should I send my thought, 
Through beds of glittering ore, and glowing gema ; 
Their begfgai^d blaze wants lustre for my lay ; 
Goes out in darkness : if, on towering wing, 
1 send it through the boundless vault of stars ; 
The stars, though rich, what dross their gold to TbeOi 
Great ! good ! wise ! wonderful ! eternal King ! 
If to those conscious stars thy throne around, 
Praise ever pouring, and imbibing bliss ; 
And ask their strain ; they want it, more they want. 
Poor their abundance, humble their sublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold : 
Indebted still, their highest rapture bums ; 
Short of its mark, defective, though divine. 

Still more — ^This theme is man^s, and man^s alone \ 
Their vast appointments reach it not : they see 
On earth a bounty not indulged on hig^ ; 
And downward look for Heaven^s superior praise ! 
First-bom of ether ! high in fields of light ! 
View man, to see the glory of your God ! 
Could angels envy, they had envied here ; 
And some did envy ; and the rest, though gods, 
Yet still g^s unredeemM (there triumphs man^ 
Tempted to weig^ the dust against the skies,] 
r/icfj^ lesa nrouM feel, though more adom^my theme. 
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They sung creation (for in that they shared ;) 
How rose in melody, that child of love ! 
Creation's gpreat superior, man ! is thine ; 
Thine is redemption : they just gave the key ; 
rris thine to raise, and eternize, the song ; 
Though human, yet divine ; for should not this 
Raise man o'er man, and kindle seraphs here ? 
Redemption ! Hwas creation more suhlime ; 
Redemption ! Hwas the lahour of the skies; 
Far more than labour — it was death in heaven : 
A truth so strange ! twere bold to think it tnie, 
If not far bolder still, to disbelieve. [ven ? 

Here pause, and ponder — ^Was there death in hea- 
What then on earth? on earth, which struck the blow/ 
Who struck it? Who ? — Oh how is man enlai^ged. 
Seen through this medium ! how the pigmy towers 1 
How counterpoised his origin from dust ! 
How counterpoised, to dust his sad return ! 
How voided his vast distance from the skies ! 
How near he presses on the seraph's wing I 
Which is the seraph ? which the bom of clay ? 
How this demonstrates, through the thickest cloud 
Of guilt and clay condensed, the Son of Heaven I 
The double son ; the made, and the re-made I 
And shall Heaven's double property be lost? 
Man's double madness only can destroy. 
To man the bleeding cross has promised all ; 
The bleeding cross has sworn eternal gprace ; 
Who gave his life, what gprace shall He deny ^ 
O ye ! who, from this Rock of Ages, leap, 
Disdainful, plunging headlong in the deep ! 
What cordial joy, what consolatLOTi %t£Qn^^ 
Whatever winds arise, or "billow* toW> 
F 
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Our interest in the Master of the storm ? 
Cling there, and in wreckM nature^ ruin amile; 
While vile apostates tremble in a calm. 

Man ! know thyself. All wisdom centres there ; 
To none man seems ignoble, but to man ; 
Angels that grandeur, men overlook, admires 
How long shall human nature be their book. 
Degenerate mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
The beam dim reason sheds, shows wonders Ihere; 
Vrhat high contents ! illustrioua faculties ! 
But the grand comment, which displays at fuD 
Our human height, scarce sererM from divine. 
By Heaven composed, was published on the cross 

Who looks on that, and sees not in himself 
An awful stranger, a terrestrial god? 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
[n that high attribute, immortal life ? 
[f a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm: 
I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting sou] 
Catches strange fire, eternity ! at thee ; 
And drops the world — or rather, more enjoys. 
How changed the face of nature ! how improved I 
What seemed a chaos, shines a glorious world. 
Or, what a world, an Ed6n ; heightened all I 
It is another scene ! another self! 
And still another, as time rolls along ; 
And that a self far more illustrious still. 
Beyond long ages, yet rolled up in shades 
Unpierced by bold conjecture's keenest ray. 
What evolutions of surprising fate ! 
How nature opens, and receives my soul 
In boundless walks of raptured thought I where gods 
JEacouDterand embrace me ! What new birtha 
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Of strange adrenture, foreign to the sun. 

Where what now charms, perhaps, whateVr ezists, 

Old time, and fair creation, are foigot! 

Is this extravagant ? Of man we form 
Extraragant conception, to be just : 
Conception unconfined wants wings to reach .himt 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
The worid of rationals ; one spirit poured 
From spirit's awful fountain ; poured Himself 
Through all their souls ; but not in equal streano^ 
Profuse, or frugal, of th' inspiring God, 
As his wise plan demanded ; and, when past 
Their various trials, in their various spheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Resorbs them aU into Himself again ; 
His throne their centre, and his smile their crowiL 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to sing; 
Thou^ yet unsung, as deemM, perhaps, too bold? 
Angels are men of a superior kind ; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad. 
High o'er celestial mountains wing'd in flight ; 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 
Who wade this miry rale, and climb with pain. 
And slippeiy step, the bottom o( the steep. 
Angels tiieir failings, mortals hare their praise; 
While here, of corps ethereal, such enrollVl, 
And sumuKin^ to the glorious standard soon. 
Which flames eternal crimson through the skiet. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtless of their kin. 
Yet absent ; but not absent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; RAPRAEt. «Q3Q% 
Our triumphs ; Gabrisl (»[k o\]ix ett^xM^ tovrsi^ 
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Sent by the Sovereion : and are these, O man ! 
Thy fiiends, thy warm allies ? and thou (shame bum 
The cheek to cinder !) riyal to the brute ? 

Religion's all. Descending from the skies 
To wretched man, the goddess in her left 
Holds ont this world, and in her right, the next t' 
Religion ! the sole voucher man is man ; 

' Supporter sole of man above himself; 

: Eren in this night of frailty, change, and death, 

■ She g^yes the soul a soul that acts a god. 
Religion ! Providence ! an after-state ! 
Here is firm footing ; here is solid rock ! 
This can support us ; all is sea besides ; 

■ Sinks under us ; bestorms, and then devours. 

'^ His hand the good man fastens on the skies, 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 
Darkness, and stench, and suffocating damps, 
And dungeon horrors, by kind fate discharged, 
Climbs some fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elysian prospects rise ; 
His heart exults, his spirits cast their load ; 
As if new-bom, he triumphs in the change : 
So joys the soul, when from inglorious aims, 
And sordid sweets, from feculence and fro^ 
Of ties terrestrial, set at large, she mounts 
To reason's region, her own element. 
Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the skies 

Religion ! thou the soul of happiness ; 
And groaning Calvary, of thee ! There shine 
The noblest truths ; tiiere strongest motives sting; 
There, sacred violence assaults the soul ; 
TTiere, notidog hut compnlskm is forbom. 
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Can love allure us f or can terror awe ? 

] .e weeps ! — the falling drop puts out the sun ; 

He sighs ! — the sigh earths deep foundation shakes. 

If, in his love so terrible, what then 

His wrath inflamed P his tenderness on fire ; 

Lik^soft, smooth oil, outblazung other fires? 

Can prayer, can praise, avert it? — ^Thou, my all ! 

M J theme ! my inspiration ! and my crown ! 

My strength in age I my rise in low estate I 

My souPs ambition, pleasure, wealth ; — my worid ! 

My light in darkness ! and my life in death ! 

My boast through time ! bliss through eternity I 

Eternity, too short to speak thy praise ! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man I 

To man of men the meanest, even to me ; 

My sacrifice ! my God ! — ^what things are these I 

What then art THOU ? by what name shaU I call 
Knew I the name devout archangels use, [Thee ? 
Devout archangels should the name enjoy, 
By me unrivaPd ; thousands more sublime. 
None half so dear, as that, which, though unspoke. 
Still glows at heart. O how omnipotence 
Is lost in love ! Thou great Philanthrobist I 
Father of angels ! but the friend of man ! 
Like Jacob, fondest of the younger-born ! 
Thou, who didst save him, snatch the smoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood ! 
How art thou pleased, by bounty to distress ! 
To make us groan beneath our g^ratitude, 
Too big for birth ! to favour, and confound ; 
To challenge, and to distance all return ! 
Of lavish love stupendous heights to soar. 
And leave praise panting" in the d\%\sai\.N^iS^\ 
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Thy right too great, defrauds thee of thy doe ; 
And sacrilegioas onr sublimeBt song. 
But since the naked will obtains thy smile. 
Beneath this monument of praise unpaid. 
And future life symphonious to my strain, 
(That noblest hymn to heaven !] for erer lie 
EntombVl my fear of death ! and every fear^ 
The dread <rf every evil, but Thy frown. 

Whom see I yonder, so demurely smile? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their rest 
Ye quietists, in homage to the skies ! ■ - ' ' 

Serene ! of soft address ! who mildly make 
An unobtrusive tender of your hearts. 
Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed ; 
Bat, for the blessing, wrestle not with Heaven I \ 
Think you my song too turbulent ? too warm? 
Are passions, then, the Pagans of the soul? 
Beason alone baptized ? alone ordained 
To touch things sacred f Oh fbr warmer still ! 
Guilt chiUs my zeal, and age benumbs my powers; 
Oh for an humbler heart, and prouder song ! 
THOU, my much-injured theme ! with that soft eye| 
Which melted o^cr doomM Salem, deign to look. 
Compassion to the coldness of my breast. 
And pardon to the winter in my strain. 

O ye cold-hearted, frozen formalists ! 
On such a theme, His impious to be calm ; 
Passion is reason, transport temper, here. 
Shall Heaven, which gave us ardour, and has shown * 
Her own for man so strongly, not disdain 
What smooth emollients in theology, 
I^ecumbent virtue'b downy doctors preach, 
That prose of piety, a lukewarm praise ? 
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Rise odoun sweet &om incense uninflamed f 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undeyoat ; 
Bat when it glows, its heat is struck to heaven ; 
To human hearts her golden harps are strung ; 
High heaven's orchestra chaunts Amen to man. 
Hear I» or dream I hear, their distant strain, 
Sweet to the soul, and tasting strong of heaven. 
Soft-wafted on celestial pity's plume, 
Through the vast spaces of the universe, 
To cheer me in this melanoholy gloom ? 
Oh when will death (now stingiess,) like a fneoid. 
Admit me of their choir? Oh when will death. 
This mouldering, old partition-wall throw down ? 
Give heings, one in nature, one abode ? ^ / 

Oh death divine ! that giv'st us to the skies I ^ 
Great future ! glorious patron of the past. 
And present ! when shall I thy shrine adore? 
From nature's continent, immensely wide, 
Immensely bles^d, this little isle of life. 
This dark, incarcerating colony. 
Divides us. Happy day ! that breaks our cdiain; 
That manumits ; that calls from exile home ; 
That leads to nature's great metropolis, 
And rc-admits us, through the guardian hand 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne ; 
Who hears our Advocate, and, through his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
'TIS this makes Christian triumj^ a command) 
'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wise : 
'Tis impious in a good man to be sad. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all our hopef 
Touch'd by the cross, we live : or, more than die x 
That touch which touch'd not aiv^\&; mote ^cwNca^ 
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Than that which touched coafiisicm into fonn, 
And darkness into glorj ; partial tonch 1 
bieffiibl J pre-eminent regaurd ! 
Sacred to man, and sovereign through the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangi 
From hearen through all dnration, and rapports, 
[n one iUustrioiis and amazing plan, 
Fhjr welfare, nature ! and thy God^ renown; 
lliat touch, with charm celestial, heals the soul 
Diseased, drives pain from guilt, lights life in deatik; 
Foms earth to hearen; to heavenly thrones transfimnt 
The ghastly rains of the monldering tomb. 

Dost ask me when ? — When He who died retoma ; 
Returns, how changed ! Where then the man ei woe ^ 
In glory^ terrors all the Godhead bums ; 
And all his courts, exhausted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train. 
Leave a stupendous solitude in heaven ; 
ReplenishM soon, replenishM with increase 
Of pomp, and multitude; a radiant band 
Of ang^ new ; of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote ? and rise 
Dark doubts between the promise, and events 
I send thee not tt> volumes for thy cure ; 
Read nature ; nature is a friend to truth : 
Nature is Chrktian ; preaches to mankind ; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Hast thou ne'er seen the (somet^ flaming flight? 
Th* illustrious stranger passing, terror sheds 
On gazing nations, from his fieiy train 
Of length enormous ; takes his ample round 
Through depths of ether; coasts unnumbered worlds^ 
£>/ mote than solar glory ; doublet wid« 
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Heaveo^s mighty cape ; and then re-visits earth, 
From the long travel of a thousand 3reara. 
Thus, at the destined period, shall return 
HE, once on earth, who hids the comet hlaze *, 
And, with Him, all our triumph o^er the tomb. 

Nature is dumb on this important point ; 
Or hope precarious in low whisper breathes : 
Faith speaks aloud, distinct ; even adders hear ; 
Bat turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge across the gulf of death. 
To break the shock blind nature cannot shun. 
And lands thought smoothly on the farther shqret 
Death's terror is the mountain faith removes; 
That mountain-barrier between man and peace. 
rris faith disarms destruction ; and absolves, 
From every clamorous charge, the goiltless tomb. 

Why disbelieve ? Lorenzo ! — " Reason bids, 
All-sacred reason.'^ — ^Hold her sacred still; 
Nor shalt thou want a rival in thy flame. 
All-sacred reason ! source, and soul, of all 
Demanding praise, on earth, or earth above t 
My heart is thine : deep in its inmost folds. 
Live thou with J"*e; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I the blessed cross, by fortune stamped 
On passive nature, before thought was bom ? 
My birth's blind bigot ! fired with local zeal i 
No ; reason re-baptized me when adult ; 
Weigh'd true, and false, in her impartial scale s 
My heart became the convert of my head ; 
And made that choice, which once was but my fate. 
" Oa argument alone my faith is built :* 
Reason pursued is faith : and, unpursued 
Where proof invites, 'tis reason, Ihen^tts^iixcR^x 

a * 
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And such our proof, that, or our faith is riglity 
Or reason lies, and Heaven desi^M it wvmf^t 
Absolve we this ? Wliat, then, is blaBphemy? 

Fond as we are, and justly fond, -of fiutli, 
Reason, we grant, demands onr first regaid ; 
The mother honoorVl, as the daughter dear. ' ' 
Reason the root; fair faith is but the flower: 
The fading flower shall die ; but reason Mres 
Immortal, as her Father in the skies. 
When faith is virtue, reason makes it so. 
Wrong not the Christian ; think not reason yonn : 
*Tis reason our great Master holds so dear ; 
'Tis reason^s injured rights his wrath resents ; 
Tis reason's voice obey'd his glories crown ; 
To give lost reason life. He pour^ his own. 
Believe, and show the reason of a man ; 
Believe, and taste the pleasure of a God ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb. 
Through reason^ wounds alone thy faith can die ; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death. 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal sting. 

Learn hence what honours, what loud peeans, diw 
To those who push our antidote aside ; 
Those boasted friends to reason, and to man. 
Whose fatal love stabs every joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heightenM, gnawing on his heart. 
These pompous sons of reason, idolized 
And vilified at once ; of reason dead. 
Then deified, as monarchs were of old; 
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
While love of truth tlurongh all their camp resoundi. 
They draw pride's curtain o^r the noon-tide ray, 
BpPsc up their inch of reason, on the point 
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Of philosophic wit, callM argument ; f ^ 

And then exulting in their taper, cry, i'f 

** Behold the sun !** and, Indian-like, adore« 
Talk they of morals ! O thon bleeding Lore! 
Thou maker of new morab to mankind I 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wise as Socrates, if such they were 
(Nor will they bate of that sublime renown,) 
As wise as SocaATES, might justly stand 
The definition of a modem fool. 

A ChUistian is the highest style of man. 
And is there, who the blessed cross wipes off, 
As afoul blot from his dishonour^ brow ? 
If angels tremble, ^ at such a sight : 
The wretch they quit, desponding of their chai^ ; 
More stuck with grief, or wonder, who cayi teU? 

Ye sold to sense ! ye citizens of earth! 
(For such alone the Christian banner fly,) 
Know ye how wise your choice, how great your g^ain ? 
Behold the picture of earth^s happiest man : 
** He calls his wish, it comes ; he sends it back, 
And says, he calPd another ; that arrives 
Meets the same welcome ; yet he still calls on : 
Till one calls him, who varies not his call. 
But holds him fast, in chains of darkness bound. 
Till nature dies, and judgment sets him free ; 
A freedom far less welcome than his chain.^ 

But grant man happy ; grant him happy loii|^ ; 
Add to life's highest prize her latest hour ; 
That hour, so late, is nimble in approach. 
That, like a post, comes on in full career: 
How swift the shuttle flies, that weaver VSk^ ^tq*^*^ 
Where eb the fable of thy former ^eax%^ 
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Thrown down the gulf of time ; as far from thee9 

As they had ne^er been thine : the day in hand. 

Like a bird struggling^ to get loose, is going ; 

Scarce now possessed, so suddenly His g^ne ; 

And each swift moment fled, is death advanced 

By strides as swift Eternity is all ! 

And whose eternity ? Who triumphs there t 

Bathing for ever in the font of bliss? 

For ever basking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo ! who ? — ^Thy conscience shall reply. 

O g^ve it leave to speak ; Hwill speak ere long. 
Thy leave unasked : Lorenzo ! hear it now, 
While useful its advice, its accent mild. 
By the great edict, the divine decree, 
Truth is deposited with man^s last hour ; , 
An honest hour, and faithful to her trust. 
Truth, ddest daughter of the Deity; 
Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds : 
Nor less, when he shall judge the worlds he made; 
Though silent long, and sleeping ne^er so sound, 
Smother'd with errors, and oppressed with toys, 
That Heaven-commissioned hour no sooner calls, 
But from her cavern in the souPs abyss, 
Like him they fable under ^tna whelmed. 
The goddess bursts in thunder, and in flame ; 
Loudly convinces, and severely pains. 
Dark demons I discharge, and Hydra-stings ; 
The keen vibration of bright truth — ^is hell: 
Just definition ! though by schools untaught. 
Ye deaf to truth ! peruse this parsonM pagfe. 
And trust, for once, a prophet, and a priest ; 
** Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die.* 
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THEBELAPSE. 



TO THE 
RIOHT HONOURABLE THE EARL OF LITCHriXlJI. 



Lorenzo ! to recriminate is just 

Fondness for fame is avarice of air. 

I grant, the man is rain who writes for praise : 

Praise no man e^er deserved, who sought no morob 

As just thy second charge. I gnnt the muse 
Has often blushed at her degenerate sons, 
Retained by sense to plead her filthy cause ; 
To raise the low, to magnify the mean, 
And subtilize the gross into refined : 
As if to magic numbers^ powerful charm 
Twas given, to make a ciret of their song 
Obscene, and sweeten ordure to perfume. 
Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the brute, 
And lifts the swine-enjoyments from the mire. 

The fact notorious, nor obscure the cause. 
We wear the chains of pleasure, and of pride. 
These share the man ; and these distract him too ; 
Draw different ways, and clash in their commands. 
Pride, like an eagle, builds among the stars ; 
But pleasure, lark-like, nests upon the ground. 
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Joys shartd hj brate-creadon, pride re«6Dts; 
Pleasare embraces : man would both enjoy, 
And both at once: a point so haid how gain ! 
But, what can't wit, when stung by strong desire? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 
Since joys of sense canH rise to reason'^s taste ; 
In subtle sophistry^ laborious forge. 
Wit hammers out a reason new, that stoops 
Td sordid scenes, and greets them with applause. 
Wit calls the g^races the chaste zone to loose; 
Nor less than a plump g^ to fill the bowl : 
A thousand phantoms, and a thousand spells^ 
A thousand opiates scatters, to delude, 
To fascinate, inebriate, lay asleep. 
And the fooPd mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which shockM the judgment, shocks no moi«; 
That which gave pride offence, no more offends* 
Pleasure and pride, by nature mortal foes. 
At war eternal, which in man shall reig^. 
By wit's address, patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch. 
From rank refined, to delicate and gay. 
Art, cursed art ! wipes off the indebted blush 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes every shasie. 
Man smiles in ruin, glories in his guilt; 
And infhmy stands candidate for praise. 

All writ by man in favour of the soul, < 
These sensual ethics far, in bulk, transcen ^ 
The flowers of eloquence, profusely pour'd 
O'er spotted yice, fill half the letter'd world. 
Can powers of genius exercise their page. 
And consecrate ienormities with song? 
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But let not tbeee inexpiahle straLns 
Condemn the muse that knoirs her dignutjr ; 
Xor meanly stops at time, bat holds the world 
As *tlt^ in natare^ ample field, a point, 
A point in her esteem ; from whence to staity 
And run the round of untversal space, 
To Wsit being universal there. 
And being^ Source, that utmost flight of iniiidt 
Yet spite of this so vast circumference. 
Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great. 
Sing Syrens only ? Do not angels sing-^ 
There is in poesy a decent pride, 
Which well becomes her when she speaks t» proee. 
Her younger sister ; haply, not more wise. 

ThinkM thou, LoRsifzo ! to find pastimes iMre f 
No guilty passicm blown into a flame. 
No foible flatterM, dignity disgraced, 
No fairy fi^ of fiction all on flower. 
No rainbow colours, here, or silken tale ; 
But solemn counsels, images of awe. 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 
With double weight, through these reTolTing sphem, 
This death-deep silence, and incumbent shade : 
Thoughts such as shall re-risit your last hour ; 
Visit uncallM, and lire when life expires : 
And thy dark pencil, midnight ! darker still 
In melanclKdy dipped, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, eren this, my laughter-loring frimidi t 
LomsKZO ! and thy brottiers of the smile t 
If, what imports you most, can most engage, 
Shall steal your ear, and chain you to my song* 
Or if yoo ftul me, hnow, the wi«e BVttift \BiXia 
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The truths I sing ; the truths I sing shall feel; 
And, feelii^, give ass^it ; and their assent 
Is ample recompense, is more than praise : 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! nor mistake | 
Think not unintroduced I force my way ; 
Narcissa, not unknown, not unaUied, 
By yirtue or by blood, illustrious youth! 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bowers. 
Where all the language harmony, descends 
Uncalled, and asks admittance for the muse; 
A muse that will not pain thee with thy praise t 
Thy praise she drops, by nobler still inspired* 

O thou, blessM Spirit : whether the supreme» 
Great antemundane Father ; in whose breast. 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt. 
And all its yarious revolutions rolled 
Present, though future ; prior to themselres ; 
Whose breath can blow it into nought again ; 
Or, from his throne some delegated power, 
Who, studious of our peace, dost turn the thought 
From yain and rile, to solid and sublime ! 
Unseen thou lead^st me to delicious draughts 
Of inspiration, from a purer stream. 
And fidlerof the god, tiian that which burst 
From famed Castalia : nor is yet allayM 
My sacred thirst ; though long my soul has ranged 
Through pleasing paths of moralj and divine, 
By Thee sustained, and lighted by the stars. 

By them best lighted are the paths of thought} 
Xights are their days, their most illumined houn* 
By day, the soul, overborne by lifers career, 
StunnM by the diiu and g^*ddy with the glare. 
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Keeb for from reasoD, jostled by the throng. 

By day the soul is passiye, all her thoughts 

Imposed, precarious, broken ere mature. 

By nig^ht, from objects free, from passion cod. 

Thoughts uncontroll'd, and unimpressM, the births 

Of pure election, arbitrary range, 

Not to the limits of one world' cmifined; 

Biit from ethereal trarels light on earth, 

As voyagers drop anchor, for repose. 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, ftmd 
Of featherM fopperies, the sun adore : 
Darkness has more diyinity for me ; 
It strikes thought inward ; it driyes back the lool 
To settle on herself, our point supreme ! 
There lies our theatre ; there sits our judge. 
Darkness the curtain drops o'er life's dull scene : 
rris the kind hand of Proyidence stretch'd out 
•Twixt man and yanity ; His reason's reig^, 
And virtue's too : these tutelary shades 
iire man's asylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian too« 
It no less rescues virtue, than inspires. 

Virtue, for ever frail, as fair, below. 
Her tender nature sufiers in the crowd, 
Nor touches on the world, without a stain : 
The worid's infectious ; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the mom. 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we resolved. 
Is shaken ; we renounced, returns again. 
Each salutation may slide in a sin 
tJnthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it strange : light, motion, ooncoune) noiie^ 
o 9 
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An, scatter us abroad ; thonght, ootf^^od-bovody 
Neglectful of her home affiurs, flies tSt 
In fume and dissipation, quits her charge. 
And leayes the breast unguarded to the fiie* 

Presf^nt example gets witlnn our g^uard, 
And acts with double force, by few repeU'd. 
Ambition fires ambition ; lore of g^n 
Strikes, like a pestilence, from breast to breasts 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue rapours breathe ; 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 
From nniling man. A slight, a single glance, 
And shot at random, often has brought home 
A sudden ferer, to* the throbbing heart. 
Of enry, rancour, or impure desire. 
We see, we hear, with peril ; safety dwells 
Remote from multitude ; the world^ a school 
Of wrong, and what proficients swarm around 
We must, or iniitate, or disapprove ; 
Must list as their accomplices, or foes : 
That stains our innocence ; this wounds our petotb 
From* nature^ birth, hence, wisdom has been wait 
With sweet recess, and lang^shM for the shade. 

This sacred shade, and solitude, what is it? 
»Tis the felt presence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we -flatter when alone. 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 
By night, an atheist half-belieres a God. 

Night is fair yirtue^ immemorial friend: 
The conscious moon, through ereiy distant age, 
Has held a lamp to wisdom, and let fall 
On contemplation^ eye, her puiging ray. 
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The famed Athenian, he who woo'd from heaven 

Philosophy the fair, to dwell with men, 

And form their manners, not inflame their pride ; 

While o'er his head, as fearful to molest 

His labouring mind, the stars in silence slide. 

And seem all g^ing on their future g^est. 

See him soliciting his ardent suit 

In piivate audience : all the livelong night, 

Rigid in thought, and motionless, he stands ; 

Nor quits his theme, or posture, till the sun 

(Rude drunkard, rising rosy from the main I) t 

Disturb^ his nobler intellectual beam. 

And gives him to the tumult of th^ world. 

Hail, precious moments ! stolen from the black waste 
Of murder'd time ! auspicious midnight ! hail ! 
The world excluded, every passion hush^, 
And opened a calm intercourse with heaven, 
Here the soul sits in council ; ponders past, 
Predestines future action ; sees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reasons with the storm ; 
All her lies answers, and thinks down her channs* 

What awful joy ! what mental liberty ! 
I am not pent in darkness ; rather say 
(If not too bold,) in darkness Pm embower'd. 
Delightful gloom ! the clustering thoughts around 
Spontaneous rise, and blossom m the shade; 
But droop by day, and sicken in the sun. 
Thought borrows light elsewhere \ from that first fiia 
Fountain of animation ! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest ! who deigns 
Nightly to visit me, so mean ; and no^. 
Conscious how needftJ discipline to man, 



100 THE COMPLAINT. NIGHT T 

From pleasing dalliance with the charms of night 
My wandering thonght recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart ; Narcissa^s tomb ! 

Or is it feeble nature caUs me back, 
And breaks my spirit into g^ef again? 
Is it a Stygian rapour in my blood ? 
A cold, slow puddle, creeping through my reins i 
Or is it thus with all men ? — Thus with all. 
What are we ? How unequal ! Now we soar, 
And now we sink ; to be the same, transcends 
Our present prowess. Dearly pays the soul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her clay. 
Reason, a baffled counsellor ! but adds 
The blush of weakness to the bane of woe» 
The noblest spirit fighting her hard fate. 
In this damp, dusky region, charged with storms, 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 
Or, fljring, short her flight, and sure her fall. 
Our utmost strength, when down, to rise again ; 
And not to yield, though beaten, all our praise. 

Tis vain to seek in men for more than man. 
Though proud in promise, big in previous thought 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, 
Emerging from the shadows of the graye, 
Where grief- detaiuM me prisoner, mounting high, 
Threw wide the gates of everlasting day, 
And called mankind to. glory, shook off pain, 
Mortality shook off, in ether pure, 
And struck the stars ; now feel my spirits fail: 
They drop me from the zenith ; down I rush, 
Like him whom fable fledged with waxen wings, 
In sorrow drownM— but not in sorrow lost. 
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llow wretched is the man who never moumM I 
I dive for precious pearl in sorrow^s stream : 
Not so the thoughtless man that only gprieves ; 
Takes all the torment, aoid rejects iJie gain, 
(Inestimable gain !) and gives Heaven leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wise 

If wisdom is our lesson, (and what else 
Ennobles man? what else have angels leamM?) 
Grief! more proficients in thy school are made. 
Than genius, or proud learning, e^er could boast. 
Voracious learning, often overfed, 
Digests not into sense her motley meal. 
This book-case, with dark booty almost burst. 
This forager on others' wisdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reason, quite untillM. 
With mix'd manure she surfeits the rank soil, 

Dung'd, but not dressed ; and, rich to beggary, 

A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 

Her servant's wealth, encumber'd wisdom mourns. 
And what says genius ? *' Let the dull be wise.** 

Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong ; 

And loves to boast, where blush men less inspired. 

It pleads exemption from the laws of sense ; 

Considers reason as a levell^; 

And scorns to share a blessing with the crowd. 

That wise it could be, thinks an ample claim 

To glory, and to pleasure gives the rest. 

Crassus but sleeps, Ardelio is undone. 

Wisdom less shudders at a fool, than wit. 
But wisdom smiles, when humbled mortals weep. 

When sorrow wounds the breast, as ploughs the cl^be^ 

9* 
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And hearts obdurate feel her Boftenini^ shower ; 

Her feeed celestial, then, glad wisdom sows ; 

Her ^Iden haryest triumphs in the soQ. 

If so, N ARcissA ! welcome my relapse ; 

Pll raise a tax on my calamity, 

And reap rich compensation from iny pain. 

Pll rang^ the plenteous intellectual field ; 

And gather eyeiy thought of sovereign power 

To cnase the moral maladies of man ; 

Thoughts which may bear transplanting to the ddes, 

Though natives of this coarse penurious soil ; 

Nor wholly wither there, where seraphs sing' 

Refined, exalted, not annuU'd, in hearen. 

Reason, l^e sun that gives them birth, the same 

In eit&er clime, though more illustrious there. 

These choicely cullM, and elegantly rang^. 

Shall form a garland for Narcissa's tomb : 

And, peradventure, of no fading fiowers. 

Say, on what themes shall puzzled choice descend? 
^' Th' importance of contemplating the tomb ; 
Why men decline it ; suicide's foul birth ; 
The various kind of grief; the faults of age ; 
And death's dread character — invite my song.^ 

And first, th' importance of our end surveyed. 
Friends counsel quick dismission of our grief: 
Mistaken kindness ! our hearts heal too soon. 
Are they more kind than He, who struck the blow ' 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 
And banish peace, till nobler gfuests arrive. 
And bring it 4>ack, a true, and endless peace 
Calamities are friends ; as glaring day 
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Of these niinamberM lustres robs our sight ; 
Prosperity puts out unnumberM thoughts 
Of import hig^, and light divine, to man. 

The man how blest, who, sick of gaudy scenes, 
(Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselyes !} 
Is led by choice to take his favourite walk. 
Beneath death^s gloomy, silent, cypress shades, 
CJnpievced by vanity^ fantastic ray ; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his dust. 
Visit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs I 
Lorenzo ! read with me N AftcissA^s st<me ; 
(Narcissa was thy favourite ;) let us read 
Her moral stone : few doctors preach so well ; 
Few orators so tenderly can touch 
The feeling heart. Wliat pathos in the date t 
4pt words can strike : and yet in them we see 
Faint images of what we, here, enjoy. 
What cause have we to build on length of life f 
Temptations seize, when fear is laid asleep ; 
And ill foreboded is our strongest guard. 

See, from her tomb, as from an humble shrine. 
Truth, radiant goddess ! saUies on my soul. 
And puts delusion^ dusky train to fl^ht ; 
Dispels tiie mists our sultry passions raise, 
From objects low, terrestrial, and obscene ; 
And shows the real estimate of things ; 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever saw ; 
Pulls off the veil from virtue's rising charms; 
Detects temptation in a thousand lies. 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves , 
And all &ey bleed for, as the summer's dust, 
1 >riven by the whirhriod : lighted by her beasso^ 
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I widen my horizon, ^sdn new powers. 
See things invisible, feel thin^ remote, 
Am present with futurities ; think nought 
To man so foreign, as the joys possessed ; 
Nonght so much his, as those beyond the gpraye. 

No folly keeps its colour in her sight : 
Pale woridly wisdom loses all her charms ; 
In pompous promise from her schemes profound^ 
If future fate she plans, His all in leaves, 
Lil^ Sibyl, unsubstantial, fleeting bliss ! 
At the first blast it vanishes in air. 
Not so, celestial. Wonldst thou know, Loben ao 
How difler worldly wisdom, and divine? 
Just as the waning, and the .waxing, moon 
More empty worldly wisdom every day ; 
And every day more fair her rhral shines. 
When later, tiiere^s less time to play the fool. 
Soon our whole term for wisdom is expired, 
(Thou know'st she calls no council in the grave ;) 
And everlasting fool is writ in fire. 
Or real wisdom wafts us to the skies. 

As worldly schemes resemble SibyPs leaves. 
The good man^s days to SibyPs books compare ; 
(In ancient story read, thou know^st the tale,) 
In price still rising, as in number less, 
Inestimable quite his final hour. 
For that who thrones can offer, oiSer thrones ; 
Insolvent worlds the purchase cannot pay. 
<< Oh let me die his death !" all nature cries. 
** Then live his life.** — ^All nature faulters there^ 
Our great physician daily to consult. 
To oommune with the gprave our only cure« 
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What graye prescribes the best ?— A fnend^s : and 
From a friend^ grvre^ how soon we disengage ! [jet. 
Even to the dearest, as his marble, cold. . 
Why are friends rarish^d from us ? Tis to bind, 
By soft affection^ ties, on human hearts, 
The thought of death, which reason, too supine, 
Or misemployed, so rarely fastens there. 
Nor reason, nor affection, no, nor both 
Combined, can break the witchcrafts of the world- 
Behold, th' inexorable hour at hand ! 
Behold, th' inexorable hour forget ! 
And to forget it, the chief aim of life ; 
Though weU to ponder it, is life^ chief end. 

Is death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote. 
That all-important, and that only sure 
(Come when he will,] an unexpected guest ? 
Nay, though invited by the loudest caUs 
Of blind imprudence, unexpected still; 
Though numerous messengers are sent before. 
To warn his great arrival. What the cause. 
The wondrous cause, of this mysterious ill ? 
All heaven looks down astonish^ at the sight* 

Is it, that life has sown her joys so thick. 
We can't thrust in a single care between ? 
Is it, that life has such a swarm of cares. 
The thought of death canH enter for the throng^ 
Is it, that time steals on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
To-day is so like yesterday, it cheats ; 
We ts^e the lying sister for the same. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a brook ; 
Fox ever changiiig9 unperceived the chaxxiss^ 



106 TiEB COMPLAIHT. NIGHT Y, 

In the same brook none ever bathed him twice : 
To the same life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the same; the same we think 
Oar life, though still more rapid in its flow ; 
Nor mark the much, irrerocably lapsed. 
And mingled with the sea. Or shall we say 
(Retaining still the brook to bear us on,] 
l^t life is like a vessel on the stream ? 
In Ufe embark?d, we smoothly down the tide 
Of time descend, but not on time intent ; 
Amused, unconscious of die gliding wave; 
Till on a sudden we perceiye a shock : 
We start, awake, look out ; what see we there ? 
Our brittle bark is burst on Charon^s shore. 

Is this the cause death flies all human thought f 
Or is it judgment, by the will struck blind. 
That domineering mistress of the soul ! 
Like him so strong, by Dalilah the fair/ 
Or is it fear turns startled reason back. 
From looking down a precipice so steep ? 
Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wisely placed. 
By nature, conscious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
A flaming sword, to g^ard the tree of life. 
By that unawed, in lifers most smiling hour, 
The good man would repine ; would sufler joys. 
And bum impatient for his promised skies. 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride. 
Or gloom of humour, would g^ve rage the rein; 
Bound o^er the barrier, rush into the dark. 
And mar the schemes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenxo ? — Furies I rise ; 
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And drown in j(fiir less execrable yell, 
Britannia^s shame. There took her gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul. 
Blasted from hell, with horrid lust of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamowt, 
So call'd, so thought— and then he fled the field. 
Less base the fear of death, than fear of life. 
O Britain, infamous for suicide ! 
An island in thy manners! far disjoinVl 
Fit>m the whole world of rationals beside ! 
fn ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 
.Wash the dire stain, nor shock the continent* 

But thou be shockM, while I detect the cause 
Of self-assault, expose the monster^s birth. 
And bid abhorrence hiss it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the distant sun ; 
The sun is innocent, thy clime absolved : 
Immoral climes kind nature never made. 
The cause I sing, in Eden might prevail ; 
And proves, it is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The soul of man (let man in homage bow, 
Who names his soul,) a native of the skies ! 
High-born, and free, her freedom should maintain, 
Unsold, unmortgaged for earth^s little bribes. 
Th' illustrious stranger, in this foreign land, 
Like strangers, jealous of her dignity, 
Studious of home, and ardent to return, 
or earth suspicious, earth's enchanted cup 
With cool reserve light touching, should indulge. 
On immortality, her godUke ^te ; 
There take large draughts ; make her chief baDquot 

But some reject this sustemthce diyioA \ V^^^* 
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To beg^garly vile appetites descend ; 
Ask alms of earth, for guests that came from heayenl 
Sink into slaves ; and sell, for present hire, 
Their rich reversion, and (what shiares its fate) 
Their native freedom, to the prince who sways 
This nether world. And when his payments hS^ 
When his fool basket gorg^ them no more. 
Or their pallM palates loathe the basket full ; 
Are instantly, with wild demoniac rage. 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And bursting their confinement ; though fast banM 
By laws divine and human ; guarded strong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pass, 
. The blackest, nature, or dire guilt, can raise ; 
And moated round with fathomless destruction. 
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their falL 

Such, Britons ! is the cause, to you unknown, ' 
Or worse, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by magistrates, 
Thus criminals themselves. I grant the deed 
Is madness ; but the madness of the heart. 
And what is that ? Our utmost bound of guilt. 
A sensual, unreflecting life, is big 
With monstrous births ; and suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 
Heaven^s law supreme, and desperately rush. 
Through sacred nature^s murder, on their own, 
Because they never think of death, they die. 
'Tis equally man^s duty, glory, gain. 
At once to shun, and meditate his end. 

When by the bed of languishment we sit 
(The seat of wisdom ! if our choice, not fate,) 
Or, o^er our dying frtends in aninitsh hang. 
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Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head, 

IVmnber their moments, and, in every clook, 

Start at the voice of an eternity ; 

See the dim lamp of life just feebly lift 

An agonizing beam, at as to gaze. 

Then sink again, and quiver into death, 

That most pathetic herald of our own ; 

How read we such sad scenes ? As -sent to mau 

(n perfect vengeance ? No ; in pity sent, 

To melt him down, like wax, and then impreas^ 

Indelible, death^s image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himself. 

We bleed, we tremble, we foi^et, we smile. 

The mind turns fool, before the cheek is diy. 

Our quick-returning folly cancels all ; 

As the tide rushing rases what is writ 

In yielding sands, and smooths the lettered shortt. 

I4PRENZ0 ! hast thou ever weighed a sigh ? 
Or studied the philosophy of tears ? 
(A science, yet unlectured in our schools !] 
Hast thou descended deep into the breast. 
And seen their source? If not, descend with me, 
And trace these briny rivulets to their springs. 

Our funeral tears from different causes rise* 
As if from separate cisterns in the soul, 
Of various kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 
By soft contagion caUM, some burst at once. 
And stream obsequious to the leading eye. 
Some ask more time, by curious art distillM. 
Some hearts, in secret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
Like M oiiKs' smitten rock, gush out amain. 

10 
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Some weep to share the fame of the deceased. 
So high in merit, and to them so dear: 
They dwell cm praises, which tfaej think they share ; 
And thus, without a bhish, commepd themselyee* 
Some mourn, in proof that something thej could love \ 
They weep not to relieye their gn^ef, but show. 
Some weep in perfect justice to the dead, 
As conscious all their loye is in arrear. 
Some mischievously weep, not unapprised. 
Tears, sometimes, aid the conquest of an eye. 
With what address the soft Ephesians draw 
Their sable net-work o^er entangled hearts ! 
As seen through crystal, how their roses glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ! 
Of hers not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 
Carousing gems, herself dissolred in lore. 
Some weep at death, abstracted ffom the dead. 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own decease. 
By kind construction some are deemed to wee] ; 
Because a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earnest, and yet weep in yam , 
As deep in indiscretion, 'as in woe. 
Passion, blind passion! impotently pours 
Tears, that deserve more tears ; whQe reason slcc ps 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcemM ; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the storm*. 
Knows not it speaks to her, and her alone. 
Irrationals all sorrow are beneath, 
That noble gift ! that privilege of man ! 
From sorrow's pang, the birth of endless joy. 
But these are barren of that birth divine : 
They weep impetuous, as the summw storm. 
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And full as short! The cmel grief soon tamed, 
They nikke a pastime of the stintless tale ; 
Far as the deep-resounding knell, they spread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more* 
No grain of wisdom pays them for their woe. 

Half-round the globe, the tears pump^ np hy death 
Are spent in watering vanities of life ; 
In making folly flourish still more fair. 
When the sick soul, her wonted stay withdrawn. 
Reclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust ; 
Instead of learning, there, her true support, 
Though there thrown down her true support to leanii 
Without Heayen^s aid, impatient to be blest, 
She crawls to the next shrub, or bramble vile, 
Though from the stately cedar's arms she feU ; 
With stale, forsworn embraces, clings anew, 
The stranger weds, and blossoms, as before. 
In all tl^ fruitless fopperies of life^ 
Presente her weed, well-fancied, at the ball. 
And raffles for the death's-head on the ring. 

So wept AuRELiA, till the destined youth '* 

Stept in, with his receipt for making smiles 
And blanching sables into bridal bloom. 
So wept LoBENZo fair Clarissa's fate ; 
Who gaye that angen)oy, on whom he dotes ; 
And died to give him, orphan'd in his birth] 
Not such, Na&cissa, my distress for thee. 
Ill make an altar of thy sacred tomb. 
To sacrifice to wisdom. — ^What wast thou ? 
« Young, gay, and fortunate !" Each yields a 
111 dweU on each, to shun thought more serere ; j ^ 

(Heayen knows I labour with severer still !) jf 
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Pll dwell on each, and quite exhaust thy death. 
A soul inthout reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, first, thy youth. What says it to g^rey hain f 
Nakcissa, Pm become thy pupil now — 
Early, brig^ht, transient, chaste, as morning dew, 
She sparkled, was exhaled, and went to hearen. 
THme on this head has snow'd ; yet still 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another^ graye. 
Cover'd with shame I speak it, age severe 
Old worn-out vice sets down for virtue fair; 
With graceless gravity, chastising youth, 
That youth chastised surpassing in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulness of death : 
As if, like objects pressing on the sight, 
Death had advanced too near us to be teen: 
Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right; 
And men might plead prescription from the grave; 
Deathless, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathless ? far from it ! such are dead already ; 
TTheir hearts are buried, and the world their grave. 

Tell me, some god ! my guardian angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what enchantment plants 
The phaj;itom of an age Hwixt us, and deadi 
Already at the door? He knocks, we hear. 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
Our untouched hearts ? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which j&om a thousand quhraii 
Is daily darted, and is daily shunnM ? 
We stand, as in a battle, tiirongs on throngs 
Ground us falling ; wounded oft ourselves ; 
Though bleeding with our wounds, immortal stili I 
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We see thne^ furrows on another^s brow, 
And death, intrenched, preparing^ his assault ; 
How few themselves, in that just mirror, see I 
Or, seeing, draw their inference as strong ! 
There death is certain : doubtful here : be must. 
And soon ; we may, within an age, expire, [green 
Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims art 
Like damaged clocks, whose hand and bell dissent 
Folly sings six, while nature ^points at twelve. 

Absurd longevity ! More, more, it cries ; 
More life, more wealth, more trash of every kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when relish fsnHs ? 
Object, and appetite, must club for joy ; 
Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that strike us from without. 
While nature is relaxing every string ? 
Ask thought for joy ; g'row rich, and hoard within. 
Think you the soul, when this life's rattles cease, 
Has nothing of more manly to succeed ^ 
Contract the taste immortal ; learn, even now, 
To relish what alone subsists hereafter : 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of agfe the glory is, to wish to die. 
That wish is praise, and promise ; it applauds 
Past life, and promises our future bliss. 
What weakness see not children in their sires. 
Grand-cliroactcrical absurdities ! 
Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth. 
How shocking ! It makes folly thrice a fool ; 
And our first childhood might our last despise. 
Peace and esteem is aU that age can hope- 
Nothing but wisdom gives the first; the UaH^ 
H 10* 
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Nothing, but the repute of being wise, 
i'^ollj bars both ; our age is quite undone. 

What folly can be ranker ? Like our shadowiy 
Our wishes lengthen, as our sun declines. 
No wish should loiter, then, this side the grare. 
Our hearts should leave the world, before the knril 
Calls for our carcasses to mend the soiL 
Enough to liye in tempest, die in port ; 
Age should fly concourse, corer in retreat 
Defects of judgment, and the will's subdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the silent, solemn shore 
Of that vast ocean it must sail so soon ; 
And put good works on board ; smd wait the wind 
That shortly blows us into worlds unknown : 
If unconsiderM too, a dreadful scene ! 

All should be prophets to themselves ; foresee 
Their future fate ; their future fate foretaste; 
This art would waste the bitterness of death. 
The {bought of death alone, the fear destroys. 
A disaffection to that precious thought 
Is more than midnight darkness on the soul. 
Which sleeps beneath it, on a precipice, 
Puff*d off by the first blast, and lost for ever. 

Dost ask, Lorenzo, why so warmly pressed. 
By repetition hammerM on thine ear, 
The thought of death ? That thought is the machine 
The grand machine ! that heaves us from the dust» 
And rears us into men. That thought plied home* 
Will soon reduce the ghastly precipice 
O'er-hanging heU, will soften the descent, 
And gently slope our passage to the grave ; 
H(9ir wannlj to be wished I What heart of flesb 



THE ftSLAPSm. 115 

Would trifle with tremendous? dare extremes? 
Yaim o'er the fete of infioite? What hand, 
Beyond the blackest brand of censure bold 
(To speak a language too well known to thee,) 
Would at a moment give it's all to chance, 
And stamp the die for an eternity ? 

Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep pace 
With destiny ; and, ere her scissars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 
Sting thou my slumbering reason to send forth 
A thought of observation on the foe ; 
To sally ; and survey the rapid march 
Of his ten thousand messengers to man ; 
Who, JsHU-like, behind him turns them all. 
All accident apart, by nature sign'd. 
My warrant is gone out, though dormant yet 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
Must I then forward only look for death ? 

Backward I turn mine eye, and find him there, 

Man is a self-surviver-every year. 

Man, like a stream, is in perpetual flow. 

Death's a destroyer of quotidian prey. 

My youth, my noon-tide, his ; my yesterday ; 

The bold invader shares the present hour. 

Each moment on the former shuts the grave* 

While man is growing, life is in decrease ; 

And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 

Our bifth is nothing but our death bcg^n ; 

As tapers waste, that instant they take fire. 

Shall we then fear, lest that should come to ^^a«A> 

Which comes to pass each momeul o^ o\iT\vi«^'^ 
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If fear we must, let that death turn us pale, 
Which murders streog^ and ardour ; what remaim 
Should rather call cm death, than dread his calL 
^ Ye partners of my fault, and my decline ! 
Thoughtless of death, but when your neighbour^ knell 
(Rude risitant !) knocks hard at your dull sentey 
And with its thunder scarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your theme, in every place and hour ; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental sires ! 
A brother-tomb to teU you you shall die. 
That death you dread (so great is nature's skill !) 
Know, you shall court before you shall enjoy. 

But you are learnM ; in yolumes deep you sit ; 
In wisdom shallow. Pompous ignorance ! 
Would you be still more learned than the learnt I . 
Learn well to know how much need not be known 
And what that knowledge, which impairs your 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 
Unhedged, lies open in life's common field ; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feast. 
Tou scorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature, and experience, moral truth; 
Of indispensable, eternal fruit ; 
Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods : 
And dive in science for distinguished names. 
Dishonest fomentation of your pride ; 
Sinking in virtue, as you rise in fame. 
Tour learning, like the lunar beam, affords 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while speculation shines. 
Awake, ye curious indagators ! fond 
Ofkaowing all, but what avails you known* 
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If yoQ would learn death's character, attends 
All casts of conduct, all decrees of health. 
All dies of fortune, an all dates of a|^, 
Together shook in his impartial urn. 
Come forth at random ; or, if choice is nncto. 
The choice is quite sarcastic, and insults 
All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man. 
What countiess multitudes not only leave, 
But deeply disappoint us, by their deaths ! 
Though great our sorrow, greater our surprise. 

Like other tyrants, death delights to smite, 
Wliat, smitten, most proclaims the pride of power. 
And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme. 
To bid the wretch survive tie fortunate ; 
The feeble wrap th' athletic in his shroud ; 
And weeping fathers build their children's tomb : 
Me tliine, Narcissa ! — What though short thy date t 
Virtue, not rolling suns, the mind matures. 
That life is long, which answers life's great end. 
The time that bears no fruit, deserves no name ; 
The man of wisdom is the man of years. 
In hoary youth Methusalems may die ; 
Oh how misdated on their flattering tombs ! 

Narcissa's youth has lectured me thus far. 
And can her gaiety give counsel too ? 
That, like the Jews' famed oracle of gems. 
Sparkles instruction ; such as throws new li|^t, 
And opens more the character of death ; 
111 known to thee, LoitENzo ! This thy vaunt: 
<* Give death his due, the wretched, and the old ; 
Even let him sweep his rubbish to the grave : 
Let him not violate kind nature^ laws, 
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Bat own man bom to live, as well as die." 
Wretched and old thou girest him ; young and gaj 
He takes ; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, " The furthest from the fear, 
Are often nearest to the stroke of fate ?" 

All/ more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers should emit a flame, 
Glad spirits sparkled from Narcissa's eye, 
And made youth younger, and taught life to lire* 
As nature'^ opposites wage endless war, 
For this offence^ as treason to the deep 
Inviolable stupor of his reign, 
Where lust, and turbulent ambition, sleep. 
Death took swift vengeance. As he life detesti. 
More life is still more odious ; and, reduced 
By conquest, aggrandizes more his power. 
But wherefore aggrandized ? By Heaven^s decree^ 
To plant the soul on her eternal guard. 
In awful expectation of our end. 
Thus runs death's dread commission : '< Strike, bat to» 
As most alarms the living by the dead." 
Hence stratagem delights him, and surprise 
And cruel sport with man's securities. 
Not simple conquest, triumph is his aim ; 
And, where least fear'd, there conquest triumphs moili 
This proves my bold assertion not too bold. 

What are his arts to lay our fears asleep I 
Tiberian arts his purposes wrap up 
In deep dissimulation's darkest night. 
Like princes unconfess'd in foreign courts. 
Who travel ooder cover, death assumes 
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Tlie name and look of life, and dwells among us* 
He takes all shapes that senre his black 4Bsigns : 
Thoug^h master of a wider empire far 
.Than that o^er which the Roman eagle flew ; 
Lake Nero, he^s a fiddler, charioteer. 
Or drives his phaeton, in female guise ; 
Quite unsuspected, till, the wheel beneath, 
His disarrayed oblation he devours. 

He most^Affects the forms least like himself. 
His slender self. Hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and sleek disguise. 
Behind the rosy bloom he loves to lurk^ 
Or ambush in a smile, or wanton dive 
In dimples deep ; lovers eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and sink them in despair. 
Such, on Narcissa^s couch he loiterM long 
Unknown ; and, when detected, still was seen 
To smile ; such peace has innocence in death! 

Most hi^py they ! whom least his arts deceiTe. 
One eye on death, and one full fix'd on heaven. 
Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 
Long on his wiles a piqued and jealous spy 
IVe seen, or dreamt I saw, the Jtyrant dreSs ; 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his smiles. 
Say, muse, for thou remember^st, call it back. 
And show Lobenzo the surprising scene ; 
If twas a dream, his genius can explain. 

'Twas in a circle of the gay I stood. 
Death would have enterM ; nature push^ him huok. 
Supported by a doctor of renown. 
His pdint he gained ; then artfully dismissM 
The sage : for death designed to be conceaTid* 
He g^ve an old vivacious usurei 
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His meagre aspect, and his naked bones ; 
In gratitnde for plmnping up his prey, 
A pamper'd spendthrift ; whose fantastic abv 
Well-fashionM fi^re, and cockaded brow, 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of costly linen, tockM bis fihhy shrond. 
His crooked bow be straighten^ to a cane; 
And'hid his deadly shafts in Mtka^ eye. 

The dreadflil masquerader, thus equipped, 
Oat sallies on adyentnres. Ask yon where ? 
Where is he not? For his peculiar haunts. 
Let this suffice ; sure as night fdlows day, 
Death treads in pleasure's footsteps round the woild.' 
When pieastire treads the paths which reaso|i shuns 
When, against reason, riot shuts the dOor, 
And gaiety supplies the place of sense. 
Then, foremost at the Jianquet, and the ball, 
Death leads the dance, or stamps the deadly die ; 
Nor ere)c fails the midnight bowl to crown. 
Gaily carousing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs, to see them laugh at him. 
As absent far : and when the reyel bums. 
When fear is banishM, and triumphant thought. 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Against htm turns the key, and bids him sup 
With their progenitors— he drops his mask ; 
Frowns out at full ; they start, despair, expire. 
Scarce with more sudden terror and surprise, 
From his black mask of nitre, touchM by fire, 
He bursts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 
And more than simple conquest, in the fiend? 

A2id now IjORENZOy dost thott wm^ thy •onl 
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In soft sdcurity, Ijiecause unknown 

Which moment is commission^ to destroy ? 

[n death^s uncertainty thy dan^r lies. 

Is death uncertain ? Therefore thou be fix^ : 

FixM as a sentinel, all eye, all ear, 

All expectation of the coming foe. 

Rouse, stand in arms, nor lean ag'ainst thy spear; 

Lest slumber steal one moment o^er thy soul, 

And fate surprise thee nodding. Watch, be strong; 

Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 

Of dying well ; though doomed but once to die. 

Nor let lifers period hidden (as from most) 

Hide too from thee the precious use of life. 

Early, not sudden, was Narcissa^ fate. 
Soon, not surprising, death his visit paid. 
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way» ' 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die : 
Though fortune too (our third and final theme,) 
As an accomplice, playM her gaudy plumes. 
And every glittering gewgaw, on her sight. 
To dazzle and debauch it from its mark. 
Death^s dreadful advent is the mark of man ; 
And every thought that misses it, is blind. 
Fortune,^ith youth and gaiety, conspired 
To weave a triple wreath of happiness 
(If happiness on earth) to crown her brow. 
And could deaith charge through such a shining shield 

That shining shield Invites the tyrants spear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims, 
And strongly preach humility to man. 
O how portentous is prosperity ! 
How, comet-like, it threatens, while it shines ! 

ii 
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Few years but jrield us proofs of deatb^ aiiibitiaii» 
To cull his victims from the fairest fold, 
And sheath his shafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o^r 
With recent honours, bloomed with eyerj bliis* 
Set up in ostentation, made the gaze, 
The gaud; centre of the public eye ; 
When fortune thus has tossed her child in air. 
Snatched from the covert of an humble state^ 
How often have I seen him droppM at once, 
Our moming^s envy ! and our evening^s sigh! 
As if her bounties were the signal given, 

The flowery wreath to mark the sacrifice, ^ 

And call death^s arrows en the destined prey. 
High fortune seems in cruel league with fate. 

Ask you, for what ? To give his war on maoi 

The deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil ; 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 

And bums Lorenzo still for the sublime 

Of life ? to hang his airy nest on high, 

On the slight timber of the topmast bough, 

RockM at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 

Granting grim death at equal distance there ; 

Yet peace begins just where ambition ends. 

What makes man wretched ? Happiness denied? 

Lorenzo ! no : 'tis happiness disdainM. 

She comes too meanly dressed to win our smile i 

And calls herself Content, a homely name ! 

Our flame is transport, and content our scorn. 

Ambition turns, and shuts the door against her« 

And weds a toil, a tempest, in her stead ; 

A tempest to warm transport near of kin. 
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Unknowing^ what our mortal state admits, 
Life^ modest joys we min, while we raise ; 
And all our ecstasies are wounds to peace ; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below* 

And since thy peace is dear, ambitious youth I 
Of fortune fond ! as thoughtless of thy fate ! 
As late I drew death^s picture, to stir up 
Thy wholesome fears ; now, drawn in contrast, lee 
Gay fortune^s, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, the sportive goddess hangs, 
Unlocks her casket, spreads her glittering ware. 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
All rush rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends ; 
Sons o'er their fathers, subjects o'er their kings, 
Priests o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the (air, 
(Still more adored) to snatch the golden shower. 

Gold glitters most, where virtue shines no more ; 
As stars from absent suns have leave to shine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries- 
Unkennel'd from the prisons, and the stews. 
Pour in, all opening in th^ir idols praise ; 
All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand, 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws. 
Morsel on morsel swallow down unchew'd. 
Untasted, through mad appetite for more ; 
Gorg^ to the throat, yet lean and ravenous stUl : 
Sagacious all, to trace the smallest game. 
And bold to seize the greatest. If (bless'd chance !) 
Oourt-zephyrs sweetly breathe, they launch, they fly, 
O'er just, o'er sacred, all4brbidden ground. 
Drunk with the burning scent of place or power, 
Staunch to the foot of lucre .• UU IVi^^ ^\^. 
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Or, if for men you take them, as I mark x 

Their manners, thou their various fates sunrey. 

With aim mismeasured, and impetuous speed, 

Some darting, strike their ardent wish far aS, 

Through f\iiy to possess it : some succeed, 

But stumble, and let fall the taken prize. 

From some, by sudden blasts, 'tis whirl'd away, 

And lodged in bosoms that ne'er dream'd of g^ain. 

To some it sticks so close, that, when torn o^ 

Tom is the man, and miprtal is the wound. 

Some, o'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 

Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread* 

Together some (unhappy rivals !) seize, 

And rend abundance into poverty ; 

Loud croaks the raven of the law, and smiles ; 

Smiles too the goddess ; but smiles most at tho8e» 

(Just victims of exorbitant desire !) 

"Who perish at their own request, and, whelm^ 

Beneath her load of lavish grants, expire. 

Fortune is famous for her number slain : 

The number small, which happiness can bear. 

Though various for awhile their fates ; at last 

One curse involves them all : at death's approaoh^ 

All read their riches backward into loss, 

And mourn, in just proportion to their store ^j '^ril^' 
S And death's approach (if orthodox my song) ^ ^ 
^ Is hasten'd by the lure of fortune's smiles. 

And art thou still a glutton of bright gold ? 
' And art thou still rapacious of thy ruin ? 

Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow ; 

A blow, which, while it executes, alarms; 

And startles thousands with a single fall. 

As when some ttatelj growth of oak, or pio6^ 
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Which nods aloft, Guid proudlj^ spreads her shade^ 

The sun's defiance, and the flocks defence ; 

By the strong strokes of labouriog hands subdued. 

Loud groans her last, and, rushing fh>m her height. 

In cumbrous ruin, thunders to the ground : 

The conscious forest trembles at the shock, 

And hill, and stream, and distant dale, resound. 

These highraim'd darts of death, and these alone. 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full : 
A qui?er, which, suspended in mid air, 
Or near heaven's archer, in the zodiac, hung 
(So could it be,) should draw the public eye, 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A constellation awful, yet benign, 
To guide the gay through life's tempestuous wave; 
Nor suffer them to strike the common rock, 
" From greater danger to grow more secure. 
And, wrapt io^ happiness, forget their fate." 

Ltsander, happy past the common lot. 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
^ He woo'd the fair Asp Asia : she was kind : 
^ ; youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were blessM : 
All who knew, envied ; yet in envy loved. 
Can fancy form more finished happiness? 
Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome 
Rose on the sounding beach. The glittering spires 
Float in the wave, and break against the shore : 
So break those glittering shadows, human joys. 
The faithless morning smiled : he takes his leare, 
To re-embrace, in ecstasies, at eve. 
The rising storm forbids. The*news arrives ; 
Untold, she saw it in her scrvadlfi e^^* 



1 
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She felt it seen (her heart was apt to feel 
And, drownM, without the furious ocean^ aid. 
In suffocating' sorrows, shares his tomb. 
Now, round the sumptuous bridal monument^ 
The guilty billows innocently roar ; 
And the rough sailor, passing, drops a tear. " 

A tear ! can tears suffice ? — but not for me. 
How yain our efforts ! and our arts, how vain ! 
The distant train of thought I took, to shun. 
Has thrown me on mj fate — ^these died together 
Happy in ruin ! undivorced by death! 
Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is peace— 
Narcissa ! pity bleeds at thought of thee. 
Tet thou wast only near me; not myself.^ 
Survive myself? — That cures all other woe. 
Narcissa lives ; Philander is forgot. 
O the soft commerce ! O the tender ties, 
Close-twbted with the fibres of the heart ! 
Which, broken, break them ; and drain off the aoiit 
Of human joy ; and make it pain to live— 
And is it then to live ? When such friends part> 
'TIS the survivor dies-rMy heart ! no more. 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH. 

THE 

INFroEL RECLAIMED. 

CONTAINING THE NATURE, PROOF. AND IMPOR. 
TANCE OF I M MORTALITY. 



PART THE FIRST. 

WHXRX, AMONG OTHER THUffGS, 
•LORT AND RICHES ARE PARTICULARLY CONglDXRBD. 



PREFACE. 

FEW ages have been deeper in dispote about religion than 
this. The dispute about religion^ and the practice of it, seldcxn 
go together. The shorter, therefore, the dispute, the better. 
I think it may be redpced to this single question. Is man im« 
mortal, or is he not ? If he is not, all our disputes are mere 
aciasements, or trials of skill. In <Dis case, irutb, reason, 
religion, which give our discourses such pomp and solemnity, 
are (as will be shown) mere empty sounds, without any mean- 
ing in them. But if man is immortal, it will behore him to be 
Tery serious about eternal consequences ; or, in other words> 
to be tral^ religious. And this great fundamental truth, nju 
established or unawakened in the^ minds of men, is, I con- 
cetye, the real source and support of all our infidelity ; how' 
remote soever the particular objections ^advanced many seem 
ii be from it. 

Sensible appearances affect most men much nvcyt^ ^%xw <sc»> 
•cract reasonings ; and we daWy see\>od\e-%^\o^^vsQsA>»>^«** 



«n«« 



fbemlff toTisible. The power ^\ftcVuic\>s«wW^^^ 
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that have not had an experience of it ; and of what nQmben 
:8 it the sad interest (hat souls should not suivive ! The hea- 
then world confessed, that they rather hoped than firmly be- 
lieved immortality ; and how many heathen;) have we still 
amongst us ! The sacred page assures us, ihat life and immor* 
tality are brought to light by the Gospel : but by how manjif 
the Gospel rejected or overlooked ! From these consideration!^ 
and from my being, accidentally, privy to the sentimeatt ol 
some particular persons, I have been longf persuaded (hat motl 
if not all, our infidels (whatever name they take, and whaterar 
scheme, for argument's sake, and to keep them»e!ves in coaa- 
tenanc'e, they patronize) are supported in their deplorable 
error, by some doubt of their immortality, at the bottom. And 
f am satisfied, that men once thoroughly convinced of their 
immortality, are not far from being Christians. For it is hard 
to conceive, that a man fully conscious eternal pain or happi- 
ness will certainly be his lot, should not earnestly and impar* 
tially inquire after the surest means of escaping the one, and 
securing the other. And of such an earnest and impartial in- 
quiry, I well know the consequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this most fundamental tnitht 
some plain arguments are offered : arguments derived from 
principles which infidels admit in conmion with believers : 
arguments, which appear to me altogether irresistible ; and 
such as, I am satisfied, will have p'eat weight with all who 
give themselves the small trouble of looking seriously into 
their own bosoms, and of observing, with any tolerable degreo 
of attention, what daily passes round about them in the world. 
If some arguments shall here occur which others have declin- 
ed, they are submitted, with all deference, to better judge- 
ments in this, of all points the most important. For, e&.to th« 
being of a God, that is no longer disputed ; but it is tmdia- 
pated for this reason qply ; viz. because, where the least pre- 
tence to reason is adniitted, it must for ever be indisputable. 
And, of c<msequeac0, no man can be betrayed into a dispute 
c^tbat nature by vanity ; which haa apnnc\ips\ «Vax« mwaVng^ 
t&^oar modmm combatants agamtt oiher iLT^c\«»cCo«t\>^>«l. 
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TO THM 
RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRT PELHAH, 

vnurr lord coMMissioirBR of thk treaiurT) mmb 

CHAirOSLLOR OF THK XXCHKOUSR. 



Shk * (for I'know not jet her name in heaTen) 
Not early, like Narcissa, left the scene ; 
Nor sudden, like Philander. What ayail 
This seeming mitigation hut inflames ; 
This £uiQied medicine heightens the disease. 
The longer known, the closer still she gprew; 
And gradual parting is a gradual death, 
rris the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts. 
By tardy pressure's still-increasing weight, 
From hardest hearts, confession of distress. 
• O the long, dark apfuroach through years of puB, 
Death's g^ery ! (might I dare to call it so) 
With dismal douht, and sable terror, hung; 
SjcR hope's pale lamp its only glimmering ray e 

• Referriiig to Night the Fifth. 
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Thefe, Ctfe Bjinelaiicikofy valk 

Forliid KtfJore itself to flattier, 

Hinroftl {;azed, propheticallj »4 ! 

Hinr oft I nw her dead while yet in 

la amlei fhe sunk her gric^ to leaa 

She ipoke me comfiirt and io cf catd ay | i m o» 

Like poirerfiil armies trenchio^ at a town, 

Bj doir« and sileot, but resistleas sap. 

In hit pale progreM gently gaining ground. 

Death nrged his deadlj siege; in spite of art. 

Of all the balmj blesdngs nalore lends 

To tnoooar frail hmnanity. Ye stars! 

(Not now first made familiar to mj sight) 

And tfaoo, O moon ! bear witness; manjniiighft 

He tore the pillow from beneath my^iead. 

Tied down my sore attention to the shock. 

By ceaseless depredations on a life 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful post 

Of obseryation ! darker erery hour! 

Less dread the day that drore me to the brink. 

And pointed at eternity below; 

When my soul sbndder'd at futurity ; 

When, on a momeot^s point, th' important die 

Of Wft and death spun doubtful, ere it fell, 

And turned up life ; my title to more woe. 

But why more woe ? More comfort let it be : 
Nothfngis dead, but that which wishM to die; 
frothing is dead but wretchedness and pain ; 
frothing is dead, but what encumber'd, gall^d^ 
BlookM up the pass, and barrM from feal life. 
Where dwelk that wish most ardent of the wiaef 
Tao dMrk the sua to see it ; highest stars 
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Too low to reach it; death, great death alone^ 
O'er stars and son, triomphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadful onr transition ; though the mindy 
An artist at creating self-alarms. 
Rich in expedients for inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadfiiL Who can take 
Death's portrait true ? The tyrant nerer sat. 
Our sketch all random strokes, conjecture all ; 
Close shuts the grave, nor tells one single tale. 
Death, and his image rising in the brain. 
Bear faint resemblance ; never sEre alike t 
Fear shakes the pencil ; fancy lores excess ; 
Dark igpaorance is lavish of her shades : 
And these the formidable picture draw. 

But grant the worst ; 'tis past ; new i«ospect8 liae % 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim ; 
Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life ; 
Views that suspend our agonies in death. 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality, 
Wrapt in the single, the triumphant thought ! ^ 
Long life might lapse, age unperceived cmne cm ; 
And find the soul unsated with her tl^eme. 
Its nature, proof, importance, fire my song. 
O that my song could emulate my soul ! 
Like her immortaL No ! — the soul disdains 
A mark so mean ; far nobler hope inflames ; 
If endless ages can outweigh an hour. 
Let not the laurel, but the palm, inspire. 

Thy nature, immortality ! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not ? It is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colowt ^^^a^ 
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And spun for ever. DippM by crael &te 
In Stygian dje, how black, how brittle here ! 
How short our cortcspondence with the son ! 
And, while it lasts, inglorious ! Our best deeds, 
How^wanting in their weight ! Our highest joju 
Small cordials to support us in our pain, 
And giye us strength to suffer. But how great 
To mingle interests, converse, amities, 
With all the sons of reason, scattered wide 
Tlurough habitable space, wherever bean. 
However endowM ! to live free citizens 
Of universal nature ! to lay hold. 
By more than feeble faith, on the Supreme! 
To call heaven's rich unfathomable mines 
(Biines, which support archangels in their state) 
Our own ! to rise in science, as in bliss, 
Initiate in the secrets of the skies ! 
To read creation ; read its mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of the Deity! ^ 

The plan, and execution, to collate ! 
To see, before each glance of piercing thonglit. 
All cloud, all shadow, blown remote ; and Iomt* 
No mystery — but that of love divine, 
Which lifts us on the seraphs flaming wmg. 
From earth's aceldama, this field of blood, 
Of inward anguish, and of outward ill. 
From darkness, and from dust, to such a scene 
Love's element ! true joy's illustrious home ! 
From earth's sad contrast (now deplored) more fair! 
What exquisite vicissitude of fate ! 
Bless'd absolution of our blackest hour ! 
Lorenzo, these are thoughts that make man may^^ 
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The wise illumine, aggrandize the great. 
How great (while yet we tread the kindred clod, 
And every moment fear to sink heneath 
The clod we tread ; soon trodden by our sons:) 
How great, in the wild whirl oi time's pursuits, 
To stop, and pause, invoWed in high presage. 
Through the long yista of a thousand years, 
To stand contemplating our distant selves, 
As in a magnifying mirror seen. 
Enlarged, ennobled, elevate, divine ! 
To prophesy our own futurities ; 
To gaze in thought on what all thought transcendi! 
To talk, with fellow candidates, of joys 
As far beyond conception as desert, 
Ourselves th' astonishM talkers, and the tale ! 
Lorenzo, swells thy bosom at the thought? 
The swell becomes thee : ^ an honest pride. 
Revere thyself, — and yet thyself despise. \/ ^ 

His nature no man can o'er-rate ; and none * 

Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modest, where thou shouldest be proud: 
That almost universal error shun. 
How just our pride, when we behold those heights I 
Not those ambition paints in air, but those 
Reason points out, and ardent virtue gains ; 
And angels emulate ; our pride how just ! 
When mount wef when these shackles cast? when quit 
This cell of the creation ? this small nest» 
Stuck in a comer of the universe. 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-spun air ? 
Fine-spun to sense ; but gross and feculent 
To souls celestial ; souls ordain'd to breathe 

12 
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Ambrosial ^es, and drink a parer sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on time's further shore, 
Where virtue reigpos, enrich'd with foil arrears ; 
While pomp imperial, begs an alms of peace* ' 

In empire high, or in proud science deep, 
Ye bom of earth ! on what can you confer. 
With half the dignity, with half the gain. 
The gust, the glow of rational delight. 
As on this theme, which angels praise and share ! 
Man*s fates and favours are a theme in heaven. . 

What wretched repetition cloys us here ! jW:, c^^ 
What periodic potions for the sick ! 
DistemperM bodies ! and distempeiM minds ! 
In an eternity, what scenes shall strike ! 
Adventures tiiicken ! novelties surprise ! 
What webs of wonder shall unravel, there ! 
What full day pour on all the p^ths of heaven. 
And light th' Almighty's footsteps in the deep 
How shall the blessed day of our discharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate. 
And straighten its inextricable maze ! 

If unextinguishable thirst in man 
To know ; how fich, how full, our banquet there! 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately seen in shades, 
And, in those shades, by fragments only seen. 
And seen those fragments by the labouring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illustrious, and entire, 
Its ample sphere, its universal frame, 
.fn full dimensions, swells to the survey; 
And enters, at one glance, the rarish'd sight. 
From some superior point (where, who can tell ; 
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Suffice it, His a point where gods reside) 
How shall the stranger man^s illumined eye, 
Tn the vast ocean of unbounded space, 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Diride the crystal waves of aether pure, 
Tn endless yoyage, without port ! The least 
Of these disseminated orbs, how great ! 
Great as they are, what numbers these snrpaas, 
Huge, as Lcnriathan, to tliat small race, 
Those twinkling multitudes of litUe life. 
He swallows uuperceived ! Stupendous these 1 
Vet what are these stupendous to the whole ! 
As particles, as atoms ill perceived; 
As circulating globules in our veins ; 
So vast the plan. Fecundity divine t 
Exuberant source ! perhapd I wrong thee itiB. 

If admiration is a source of joy. 
What transport hence ! Tet this the least in heaven* 
What this to that illustrious robe He wears. 
Who tossed this mass of wonders from his hand, 
A specimen, an earnest x>f his power ! 
'Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows. 
As the mead*8 meanest flowret to the sun. 
Which gave it birtfa. But what, this Sun of heaven? 
This bliss supreme of the supremely bless'd ? 
Death, only death, the question can resolve. 
By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy; 
The bare ideas ! Solid happiness 
So distant from its shadow chased below. 

And chase we still the phantom through the firet 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till deatLf 
And toil we still for Bublunary pay ] 
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Defy the gangers of the field and flood. 

Or, ^ider-like, spin oat our precioos all. 

Oar more than yitals spin (if no reg^aid 

To great futurity) in curious wehe 

Of subtle thoaght, and exquisite design 

(Fine net-work of the brain,) to catch a fly I 

The momentary buz of Tain renown ! 

A name ! a mortal immortality ! 

Or (meaner still) instead of grasping air, 

For sordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? ' 

Drudge, sweat, ^roo^ erery shame, for eftirj g«ii^ 

For yile ccmtaminating trash ; throw np 

Our hope in heay en, our dignity with man ; 

And deify the dirt, matured to gold ? 

Ambition, ayarice ; the two daemons these. 

Which goad through eveiy slough our human henl, 

Hard-trayell'd from the cradle to the graye. 

How low the wretches stoop ! how steep they climb i 

These daemons bum mankind ; but most possess 

LoBENzo^ bosom, and turn out the skies. 

Is it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the shore 
To coyer ocean ? or a mote, the sun r 
Glory and wealth ! haye they this blinding power? 
What if to them I proye Lorenzo l^nd f 
Would it surprise thee ? Be thou then surprised \ 
Then neither know^t : their nature learn from 

Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seem. 
What close <H)nnexion ties them to my theme. 
First, what is troe ambition ? The pursuit 
Of glory, nothing less than man can share. 
Were they as yain as gaudy-minded man. 
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As flatulent with ftunes of self-applaiuey 

Their arts and conqoests animals might boast. 

And claim their laurel crowns, as well as we ; 

But not celestial. Here we stand alone ; 

As in ouFforro, distinct, pre-eminent. 

If prone in thought, our stature is our shame ; 

And man should blush, his forehead meets the skiob 

The visible and present are for brutes, 

A slender portion ! and a narrow bound ! 

These reason, with an energy divine. 

Overleaps ; and claims the future and unseen ; 

The rast unseen ! the future fathomless ! 

Wlien the great soul buoys up ta this high point. 

Leaving gross nature^ sediments below ; 

Then, and then only, AdamHi olSspring quits 

The sage and hero of the fields and woods, 

Asserts his rank, and rises into man. 

This is ambition : this is human fire. 

Can parts or place (two bold pretenders !) make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng? 

Genius and art, ambition's boasted wings, 
Our boast but ill deserve. A feeble aid ! 
Dedalian engin^^^y ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, fame'^ flight is glory'b fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we neW so high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch when I behold. 
When I behcdd a genius bright, and base, 
Of towering talents, and terrestrial aims ; 
Methinks I see, as thrown from her high sphere, 
Tbe glorious fragments of a soul immortal, 
With rubbish mix'd, and glittering in the dmt. 
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Struck at the splendid, melancholy sight. 
At once compassion soft, and enyy, rise- 



But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-hright. 
If wanting worth, are shining instruments 
In false ambition^s hand, to finish faults / • 
Illustrious, and give infamy renown. ^,-^' 

Great ill is an achieyement of g^reat powers. 
Plain sense but rarely leads us far astray. 
Reason the means, affections choose our end ; 
Means hare no merit, if our end amiss. 
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in Tain i 
What is a Pelham's head, to Pelham's heart? 
Hearts are proprietors to all applause. 
Right ends, and means, make wisdom : woridly-^ 

Is but half-witted, at its highest praise. 

Let genius then despair to make thee great ; 
Nor flatter station : what is station high ? 

Tis a proud mendicant ; it boasts, and begs ; 

It b^s an alms k& homage from the throng. 

And oft the throng denies its charity. 

Monarchs, and ministers, are awful names ; 

Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir 

Religion, public order, both exact 

External homage, and a supple knee. 

To beings pompously set up, to serve 

The meanest slave : all more is merit's due. 

Her sacred and inviolable right ; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to superior worth; 

Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 

And vote the mantle into majesty 
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Let the small savage boast his silyer fiir ; 

His royal robe, unborrowed, and unbonght. 

His own, descending fairly from his sires* 

Shall man be proud to wear his liTery, 

And souls in ermine scorn a soul without? 

Can place or lessen os, or aggrandize ? 

Pygmies are pygmies still, though perched on Alps ; ^ 

And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 

Each man makes his own stature, builds himsrif; 

Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids : 

Her monuments shall last, when Egypt's £aJL 

Of these sure truths dost thou demand the cause ? 
The cause is lodged in immortality. 
Hear, and assent. Thy bosom burns for power; 
What station charms thee? Pll install thee there: 
'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before wast something leas than man* 
Has thy new post betray'd thee into pride ? 
That treacherous pride betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which staffs or strings can raise* 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkness soaiSi 
From blindness bold, and towering to the skies. 
»Tis bom of ignorance, which knows not man : 
An angePs second ; nor his second long. 
A Nero quitting his imperial throne. 
And courting glory from the tinkling string* 
But faintly shadows an immortal soul, 
With empire's self, to pride, or rapture, fired. 
If nobler motives minister no cure, 
Evhi vanity forbids thee to be vaiQ. 

High worth is elevated place : tis more; 
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It makes the post stand candidate for thee ; 

Makes more than monarchs, makes an honest man t 

Thoiig^h no exchequer it commands. His wealth; 

And though it wears no ribband, His renown ; 

Renown that would not quit thee though disgraced. 

Nor leave thee pendent on a master^s smile. 

Other ambition nature interdicts; 

Nature proclaims it most absurd in man, 

By pointing at his origin and end : 

Milk, and a swathe, at first, his whole demand; 

His whole domain, at last, a turf, or stone ; 

To whom, between, a world may seem too small, 

Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of just ambition, to the grand result, 
The curtain^s fall. There, see the buskin^d chief 
Unshod behind this momentary scene ; 
Reduced to his own stature, low or high, 
As vice, or virtue, sinks him, or sublimes ; 
And laugh at this frantastic mummery, 
This antic prelude of grotesque events. 
Where dwarfs are often stilted, and betray 
A littleness of soul by worlds o'er-run. 
And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice 
To Christian pride ! which bad with horror shookU 
The darkest Pagans, offered to their gods. 

O thou most Christian enemy to peace ! 
Again in arms ? again provoking fate ? 
That prince, and that alone, is truly great. 
Who draws the sword relufctant, gladly sheatht ; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a scaffold to the skies. 

Why this so rare ? Because forgot of all. 



THE niriDSl. RXCLATMEO. 141 

The day of death ; that venerable day, 

Which sits as judge ; that day, which shall proDoaDom 

On all our days, absolve them, or condemn. 

Lorenzo, never shut thy thought against it; 

Be levees ne'er so full, afford it room, 

And give it audience in the cabinet. 

That friend consulted, flatteries apart, 

Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean. 

To dote on aught may leave us, or be lefl, 
Is that ambition ? Then let flames descend. 
Point to the centre their inverted snires. 
And learn humiliation from a soul, 
Which boasts her lineage from celestial fire. 
Yet these are they the world pronounces wise ; 
The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong, 
And casts new wisdom : ev'n the grave man lends 
His solemn face, to countenance the coin* 
Wisdom for parts, is madness for the whole. 
This stamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the wisest weak, the richest poor. 
The most ambitious, unambitious, mean ; 
In triumph mean, and abject on a throne. 
Nothing can make it less than mad in man, 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 
And g^ve his soul her full unbounded flight, 
Bnt reaching Him, who gave her wings to fly. 
When blind ambition quite mistakes her road. 
And downward pores, for that which shinei above, 
Substantial happineis, and true renown ; ' 
Then, like an idiot, ganng on the brodc, 
We leap at itan, and fasten in the mud ; 
At glory grasp, and sink in infamy. 
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Ambition ! powerfdl source of g^ood and HI ! 
Thy strength In man, like length of wing in birds, 
\Vhen disengaged from earth, with greater ease 
And swifter flight transports us to the skies ; 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemired. 
It turns a curse ; it is our chain, and scomge^ 
In this dark dungeon, where confined we lie, 
Close grated by the sordid bars of sense ; 
All prospect of eternity shut out ; 
And, but for execution, ne^er set free. 

With error in ambition justly chaiged, 
Find we Lorenzo wiser in his wealth ? 
What if thy rental I reform ? and draw 
An inventory new, to set thee right? 
Where thy true treasure ? Grold says, " Not in met* 
And, ^' not in me,^ the diamond. Gold is poor; 
Indians insolvent : seek it in thyself. 
Seek in thy naked self, and find it there ; 
In being so descended, formed, endowM ; 
Sky-bom, sky-guided, sky-returning race ! 
Erect, immortal, rational, divine ! 
In senses, which inherit earth, and hesC^ens ; 
Enjoy the various riches nature yields ; 
Far nobler ! give the riches they enjoy ; 
Give taste to fruits ; and harmony to groves ; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold^ bright sire; 
Take in, at once, the landscape of the world. 
At a small inlet, which a grain might close, 
And half create the wondrous world they 
Our senses, as our reason, are divine. 
But for the magic organ^s powerful -charm. 
Earth were a rude, uncolourM chaos still. 
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Objects are but th^ occasion ; onrs th' exploit ; 

Ours is tiie cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 

Which nature^s admirable picture draws ; 

And beautifies creation^s ample dome. 

Like Milton^s Eye, when gazing on the lake, 

Man makes the matchless image man admires. 

Saj, then, shall man, his thoughts all sent abroad* 

Superior wonders in himself forgot. 

His admiration waste on objects round. 

When Heaven makes him the soul of all he sees ? 

Absurd ! not rare ! so great, so mean, is man. 

What wealth in senses such as these ! What wealth 
In fancy, fired to form a fairer scene 
Than sense surveys ! in memory's firm record. 
Which, should it perish, could this world recall 
From the dark shadows of overwhelming years i 
In colours fresh, originally bright. 
Preserve its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intellect, that sovereign power! 
Whi<^h sense and fancy summons to the bar; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the mass those underlings import, 
From their materials, sifted and refined. 
And in truth's balance accurately weigh'd. 
Forms art and science, government and law ; 
The solid basis, and the beauteous frame. 
The vitals and the grace of civil life ! 
And manners (sad exception !) set aside. 
Strikes out, with master hand, a. copy fair 
Of His idea, whose indulgent thought 
Long, long ere chaos teem'd, plami'd human bliss. 
What wealth in souls that soar, dive, nn^ asQNEfi&». 
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Disdaining limit, or from place or time ; 
And bear at once, in thought extenaire, hear 
Th^ Almighty Fiat, and the tnimpet^s sound ! 
Bold, on creation^s outside walk, and Tiew 
What was, and is, and more than e^er shall be ; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought^ 
Creations new in fancy^s field to rise ! 
Souls that can grasp whatever th^ Almighty rnadt* 
And wander wild through thingfs impossible t 
What wealth, in faculties of endless growtb. 
In quenchless passions riolent to crave, 
In liberty to choose, in power to reach. 
And in duration (how thy riches rise !) 
Duration to perpetuate ^boundless bliss ! 

Ask you, what power resides in feeble man 
That bliss to g^ain ? Is yirtue^s, then, unknown f 
Virtue, our present peace, our future prize. 
Man^s unprecarious, natural estate, 
Improreable at will, in virtue lies ; 
Its tenure sure ; its income is divine. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap * for wbit? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 
Then, make a richer scramble for the thrcmg? 
Soon as this feeble pulse, which leaps so long 
Almost by miracle, is tired with play. 
Like rubbish from disploding engines thrown, 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverse ; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 
New masters court, and call the former fools, 
(How justly !) for dependence on their stay. 
Wide scatter, first, our play-things ; then, our dut* 

Dost court abundance for the sake of peace? 
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Liearn, and lament thy self-defeated scheme t 
Riches enable to be richer still ; 
And, richer atfll, what mortal can resist ? 
Thus wealth (a cruel task*raaster !) enjmna 
New toils, sncceeding tcnls, and endless train ! 
And murders peace, which taught it first to liiiiii. 
The poor are half as wr^ched as the rich; 
Whose proud and painful priiril^^ it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe ; 
To feel the stings of envy, and of want, 
OutrageouB want ! both Indies cannot cuns. 

A competence is vital to content. 
Mn<di wealth id corpulence, if not disease ; 
Sick, or encumbered, is our happiness. 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where Heaven can give no mont 
More, like a flash of water from a loek. 
Quickens our spirits movement for an hour; 
But soon its force is spent, nor rise our joys 
Above our native temperas common stream. 
Hence disappointment lurks in every prise, 
As bees in flowers ; and stings us with success. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigBi; 
Nor knows the wise are privy to the lie. 
Much learmng shows how little mortals know ; ;| ! A 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy x i ^ V 
At best, it babies us with en^ess toys. 
And keeps us children till we drop to dustL 
As monkeys at a mirror s^and amazed, 
Th^ full to find what they so plainly see ; 
Thus men, in shining riches, see the ftot 
Of happiness, nor know it is a shade i 
K IS 
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But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep agaiii, 
And wish, and wonder it is absent stilL 

How few can rescue opulence from want! 
Who liyes to nature, rarely can be poor; 
Who liyes to £Etncy, never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt ; the man <^ gM^ 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her power. 
The man of reason smiles at her, and death* 
O what a patrimony this ! A being 
Of such inherent strength and majesty, 
Not worlds possessed can raise it ; worlds destroy^ 
CanH injure ; which hclds on its glorious coarM« 
When thine, O nature ! ends ; too Uess^ to mcNim 
Cxeation^s obsequies. What treasure this t 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal ! Ages past, yet nothing gcme t 
Mom without eve ! a rac^ without a goal ! 
UnshortenM by progression infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future ! life 
Beginning still where computation ends ! 
Tis the description of a deity ! 
^Tis the description of the meanest slave : 
The meanest slave dares then Lorenzo scon^? 
The meanest slave thy sovereign ^ory shares. 
Proud youth ! fastidious of the lower world I 
Man^ lawful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the lowest ; is too great to find 
Inferiors; all immortal! brothers all! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 

Immortal ! What can strike the sense so stroQgw 
As this the BOol? It thunders to the thought ; 
Reason amazM^ gratitiide o^erwhebns ! 
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No more we slumber on the brink of fate : 
Roased at the sound, th' exulting sound ascendSy 
And breathes her native air ; an air that feed* 
Ambitions high, and fans sethereal firea : 
Quick kindles all that is divine within as ; 
Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the itan* 

Has not Lorenzo^s bosom caught the flame ? 
Immortal ! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envj ! how would thrones adore 1 
Because His common, is the blessing lost? 
How this ties up the bounteous hand oi Heaven 
O vain, vain, vain, all else ! Eternity ! 
A glorious, and a needful refuge, that, 
From vile imprisonment in abject views, 
rris immortality, 'tis that alone, 
Amid life's pains, abasements, emptiness, 
The soul can comfort, elevate, and fiU. 
That only, and that amply, this performs , 
'Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above ; 
Their terror those, and these their lustre lose i 
Eternity iU pending covers all; 
Eternity depending all achieves , 
Sets earth at distance ; casts her into shades ; 
Blends her distinctions; abrogates her powers i 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe. 
Fortune's dread frowns, and fascinating smiles. 
Make one promiscuous and neglected heap» 
The man beneath ; if I may call him man, 
Whom immortality's full force inspires. 
Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought ; 
Suns shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard, 
By minds quite conscious of their high descent. 
Their present province, and their futxne ^^coax 
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Diyinely darting^ upward every wish, 
Warm on the win^, in glorious absence lost 

Doubt you this truth? Why labours your belief? 
If earth's whole orb by some due distanced eye 
Were seen at once, her towering Alps wouU mk. 
And lereiPd Atlas leave an even sphere. 
Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admiray 
Is swallowed in eternity^ vast round. 
To that stupendous view when souls awake. 
So large of late, so mountainous to man, 
Time^ toys subside ; and equal all below 

Enthusiastic, this ? Then all are weak, 
But rank enthusiasts. To this g^like height 
Some souls have soar'd , or martyrs ne^ had bled* 
And all may do, what has by man been done* 
Who, beaten by these sublunary storms. 
Boundless, interminable joys can weigh, 
Unraptured, unexalted, uninflamed? 
What slave unblessed, who from to-morrow^ dawn 
Expects an empire f He forgets his chain. 
And, throned in thought, his absent sceptre waves. 

And what a sceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to compute, 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 
In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human soul divine ! 
Too great the bounty seems for eai:thly joy : 
What heart but trembles at so strange a bliss ^ 

In spite of all the truths the muse has sung 
Ne'er to bo prized enough ! enough revolved ! 
Are there, who wrap the world so close about them, 
They see no further than the clouds ? and daiio^ 
Ott J urn dt mB vanity^ fimtastic toe f 
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Till, stumbling at a straw, ia their career. 

Headleng they plunge,where end both dance andsoog? 

Are there, Lorenzo ? Is it possible ? 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a soul immortal in their breasts; 

Unconscious as the mountain of its ore ; 

Or rock of its inestimable gem ? 

When rocks shall melt, and mountains yanidi, tiieae 

Shall know their treasure ; treasure, then, no more. 

Are there (still more amazing !) who resist 
The rising thought ? who smother, in its birth, 
The glorious truth ? who struggle to be brutes ? 
Who through this bosom-barier burst their way, 
And, with reversed ambition, strive to sink ? 
Who labour downwards through th' opposing powen 
Of instinct, reason, and the world against them. 
To disimal hopes, and shelter in the shock 
Ofendless night ? night darker than the g^re'k ! 
Who fight the proofe of immortality f 
With horrid zeal and execrable arts. 
Work all their engines, level their black fires, 
To blot from man this attribute divine 
^Than vital blood far dearer to the wise,) 
Blasphemers, and rank atheists, to themselves ?« 

To contradict them, see all nature rise ! 

What object, what event, the inoon beneath, 

But argues, or endears, an after-scene ? 

To reason proves, or weds it to desire ? 

All things proclaim it needful ; some advance 

One precious step beyond, and prove it sure. 

A thousand arguments swarm round my pen^ 

From heaven, and earth, and nvati. \Qi\K^^!|]g& ^W«% 

BjDaiare, as her commou Viab\\^^oTTi\ 

13* 
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So pressing Providence & tmth to teach, 

Which truth unta '*>t, all other traths were rsun. 
THOU! whose all-piorridential eye surreys, 

Whose hand directs, whose Spirit fills and warms 

Creation, and holds empire far beyond ! 

Eternity's Inhabitant august ! 

Of two eternities amazing^ Lord ! 

One past, ere man^, or ang^Ps, had beg^n ; 

Aid ! while I rescue from the fbe^ assault 

Thy glorious immortality in man : 

A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 

Of moment infinite ! but relished most 

By those who love thee iLost, who most adore. 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee, the great Immutable, to man 
Speaks wisdom ; is his oracle supreme ; 
And he who most consults her, is most wise. 
Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delphos haste ; 
And come back all-immortal ; all-divine * 
Look nature through, tis revolution all 
All change ; no death. Day follows night ; and night 
The dying day ; stars rise, and set, and rise ; 
Earth takes th' example. See, the summer gay 
Witji her g^een chaplet, and ambrosial flowers, 
Droops into pallid autumn : winter grey. 
Horrid with frost and turbulent with storm. 
Blows autumn, and his golden fruits, away 
Then melts into the spring : soft spring, with breaDi 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the south 
Recalls the first. All, to re-flourish, fades ; 
As in a wheel, all sinks, to re-ascend. 
JSmbleim of man, who passes, not expires. 
fTItb this minute distinction^ ernVAem^ \\»\^ 
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Nature revolves, but man advaoces ; both 

Eternal ; that a cirole, this a line. 

That gravitates, this soars. Th' aspiring^ soul. 

Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, ascends ; 

Zeal, and humility, her wings to heaven. / 

The world of matter with its various forms, 

All dies into new life. Life bom firom death 

Rolls the vast mass, and shall for ever roll. 

No single atom, once, in being, lost, 

With change of counsel charges the Most High 

What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can it be ? 
Matter immortal ? and shall spirit die ^ 
Above the nobler, shall less noble rise.^ 
Shall man alone, for whom all else revives. 
No resurrection know ? Shall man alone, 
Imperial man ! be sown in barren ground. 
Less privilege than grain, on which he feeds t 
Is man, in whom alone is power to prize 
The bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the s{^een of fate. 
Severely doomM death^s single unredeemed? 

If nature's revolution speaks aloud. 
In her gradation hear her loader still. 
Look nature through* His neat gradation adl» 
By what minute degree her scale ascends ! 
Each middle nature joined at each extreme, 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts, into parts reciprocally shot. 
Abhor divorce: what love of union reigns! 
Here dormant matter waits a call to life ; 
Half-life, half-death, join there : here, life and 
There sense from reason steals a. ^\iTOxci«rvs^Ta3| 
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ReatoD shines oat in man. But how {Hfeseired 

The chain nnhroken upward, to the reabns 

or incorporeal I'fe ? those realms of bliss, i 

Where death has no dorrinion ? GrHit a mftko , 

Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earlby, part, 

And part ethereal ; grant the soul of man 

Eternal ; or in man the series ends. 

Wide yawns the gap ; eonnexicm is no more : 

Checked reason halts ; her next step wanis supp^arti 

Striving: to climb, she tumbles from her scheme ; 

A fccheme, analogy pronooncci so troe ; 

Analogy, man^ surest gpiide below. 

Thus fe!r, aH nature c alls on thy belief. 
And wffl liORiuf ze, careless of the call, 
False attesta' 'on en all nature charge, 
Rather than violate his league with death ? 
RenouBce his reason, rather than reiiounee 
The dost beloyed, and run the risk of hearen ? 
O what indignity to deathless souls! 
What treason to the majesty of man ! 
Of man immortal ! Hear the lofty stf Ic : 
** If so decreed, th^ Almighty wiU be done. 
Let earth dissc^re, yon poQd^x>us orbs descend^ 
And grind us into dust. The soul is safe ; 
The man emerges ; mounts skbove the wreck. 
As towevwg flame from nature^s funeral pyre; 
O^r devastation, as a gainer, snules; 
His charter, bis inricdable rights, 
Well«pleased to learn frum thunder^ impotence^ 
Deaths pointless da -r, and bell's defeated ftUmna** 

But these chimeras to ch not thee Lorenzo I 
The glories of the world tliv Bcvenfold shiakl 
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Other ambition than of crowns in air. 

And siiperhinaiy felicities, 

Thy bosom warm. IHl cool it, if I can; 

And turn tiiose glories that enchant, ag^nst thee. 

What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 

If wise, the cause that wounds thee is thy cuTe» 

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount togethei 
(Tu mount, Lorenzo never can refuse ;) 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell. 
Look down on earth. — ^What seest thou ? Wondrous 
Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the skies, [things! 
What leng^ths (^ laboured lands ! what loaded seas! 
Loaded by man, for pleasure, wealth, or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into seirice brought. 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can th^ eternal rocks his will withstand. 
What levelled mountains ! and what lifted Tales ! 
O'er rales and mountains sumptuous cities swell 
And gild our landscape with their glittering spireti 
Some 'mid the wondering wares majestic i«e; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 
Far greater still ! (what cannot mortal might?) 
See, wide dominions ravishM from the deep ! 
The narrowM deep with indignation foams. 
Or southward turn ; to delicate and gnrand, 
The finer arts there ripen in the sun. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods. 
Ascend the skies ! the proud triumphal arch 
Shows us half heaven beneath its ample bend. 
High through mid air, here, streams are taught to flow ; 
W hole rivers, there, laid by in basons, sleep. 
Here, plains tarns oceans; there, vast oceam^^fMBb. 
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Through kingdoms channePddeep from shore to i 
And changed creation takes its foce from man. 
Beats thy brave breast for formidable scenes. 
Where fame and empire wait upon the sword? 
See fiekU in blood ; hear naval thunders rise ; 
Britanni^^ voice ! that awes the world to peace* 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
The mid-sea furious waves ! Their roar amidst. 
Outspeaks the Deity, and says, " O main ! 
Thus far, nor further : new restraints obey.^ 
Earth's disembowePd ! measured are the skies ! 
Stars are detected in their deep recess ! 
Creation widens ! vanquish^ nature yields! 
Her secrets are extorted ! art prevails ! 
What monument of genius, spirit, power ! 

And now, Lorenzo ! raptured at this scene. 
Whose glories render heaven superfluous ! say. 
Whose footsteps these ? — Immortals have been hera. 
Could less than souls immortal this have done ? 
Earths coverM o'er with proofs of souls immortal. 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confess. 
These are ambition's works : and these are great : 
But this, the least immortal souls can do ; 
Transcend them all — ^But what can these transcend? 
Dost ask me, what ? — One sigh for the distressed. 
What then for infidels ? A deeper sigh. 
^Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man i 
How little they, who think aught great below ! 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one ; 
And that it crowns. — Here cease we : but, ere long'. 
More powerful proof shall take the field against tbee. 
Stronger than death, and smi^ni^ «IL th& tomb* 
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Ai we are at war with the power, it were well if we were 
•t war with the manners, of France. A land of leyi^, isa 
landrof gnilt A serioos mind is the native soil of eyery vir- 
tae» and the single character that does tme honour to mankmd. 
Tne sool*s immortalitj has been the fayourite theme with the 
seiions of all ages. Nor is it strange : it is a sabject bj &r 
the most interesting and important that can enter the mind o' 
man« Of highest moment this sabject always was, and always 
will be. Yet this its highest moment seems to admit of in- 
crease at this day : a sort of occasional importance is sapper 
added to the nataral weight of it, if that opinion which is ad 
vanccd in the pre&ce to the preceding Night be just. It is 
there supposed, that all our infidels whaterer scheme, &r argn- 
mentis sake, and to keep themselves in contenance, they 
patronize, are betrayed into their deplorable error bysoioA. 
doubts of their immortality at the bollowi. ka>^ ^^ \s«st^ '^ 
ooDsider this point, the more I am ipctwwAft^ol ^^vx^^^ o^^«»» 
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opinion. IThoag^h the distrust of a faturitj is a strange error ; 
yet it is an error into which bad men maj naturally be dii- 
tressed. For it is impossible to bid defiance to fin|il min, with* 
oat some refuge in imtfgioation, some presumption of escape. 
And what presumption is there? There are but two in na- 
ture ; but two wiihin the cranpass of human thought And 
these are, — That either God will not, or cannot punish. Con- 
sidering the dirine attributes, the firvt is too gross to be digest- 
ed by our strongest wishes. And since omnipotence is as 
much a dirine attribute as holiness, that Ood omoot punish, is as 
absurd a supposition at the former. God certainly can pnnidk 
as long as wicked men exist In non-existence, therelbre, is 
their only refuge ; and, cohsequently, noo-existeace m .their 
strongest wish. And strong wishes have a strange influence 
on our opinions; they bias (he judgment in a manner almost 
incredible. Ani since on (his member of their altematiTe, 
there are some very small appearances in their fayour, and 
none at all on the other; they catch at this reed, they lay bold 
on this chimaera, to save themselves from the shock and horror 
of an immediate and absolute despair. 

On reviewing my subject, by the light which this aigument, 
and others of like tendency, threw upon it, I was more inclined 
than ever to purnue it, as it appeared to me to strike direct^ at 
the main root of all our infidelity. In the, following pages it is, 
accordingly, pursued at large ; and some arguments for im- 
mortality, new at least to me, are ventured on in them. There 
also the writer has made an attempt to set the gross absurdites 
and horrors of annihilation, in a fuller and more aflecting vieWt 
flian is (I think) to be met with elsewhere. 

The gentlemen for whose sake this attempt was chiefly 
made, profess great admiration for the wisdom of heathen an* 
tk)uity. What pity *tis they are not sincere ! If they were 
sincere, how would it mortify them to consider, with what con- 
tempt end abhortence their notions would have been received 
brtbo§9 whom fhey so much admlTe? What de^ee sf 
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Inpt and »Lhorrence woald fall to their share, may be coojec- 
tured bj the following' matter of &ct (in my opinion) extrone- 
ly memorable. Of all their heathen worthies, Socrates ('tit 
well known) was the most guarded, dispassicmate, and com* 
liosedf* yet this great master of temper was aogiy ; and angzy 
at his last hour ; and angry with his firiend ; and angij for 
what deserved acknowledgment ; angry for a right and tender 
mstance of true fnendship towards him. Is not this surpris- 
ing f Whet could be the cause ? The cause was for his bom 
our t it was a truely noble, though, perhaps, a too punctUiou 
regard for unmortality ; for his friend asking him, with sadi 
an affectiooate concern as became a friend, ** Where he should 
deposit his remains?'* it was resented by Socrates, as imply- 
ing a dishonourable suppositicm, that he could be so mean 
as to hare a regard ^r any thing, even in hhnself^ that wu 
BO(inunortai 

This &ct, well considered, would make our infidels with- 
draw their admiration from Socrates ; or make them eodem^ 
▼our, by th^r imitation of this illustrious example, to share hb 
glory ; and, consequently, it would incline them to peruse tiie 
IbHowing pages with candor and impartiality : which is all I 
desiM I and that, for their sakes : lor I am perauadsd, that an 
unprejudiced infidel must necessarily leceiTe some adTaatft* 
geous impressions horn them. 

J«/y7M,1744. j^ 



CX)NTENTS 

OF THE SEYEITTH NIGHT. 

HV (he Sixth Night, arguments were drawn from ^aiur^im 
proof of Immortalitj *, here, others are drawn from Jifan / 
from his Discontent — from his Passions and Powers— froni 
the gradual growth of Reason — from his fear of Death — from 
die nature of Hope, and of' Virtue — ^frora Knowledge and 
Love, as being the most essential properties of the sou i fr om 
the Order of Oreation — ^frora the nature of Ambitioii| Arm* 
rice. Pleasure. A digression on the grandeur of the Fafl- 
sioQS. Immortality alone can render our present state inttl- . 
ligible. An objection from the Stoic^s disbelief of immor> 
talitjr answered. Endless questions unresolvable, but on sap- 
position of our Immortally. The natural, most melancboljr, 
and pathetic complaint of a worthy man, under the persua^ 
sion of no Futurity. The gross absurdities and honors of 
Annihilation urged home on Lorenzo. The soul's Tast Im- 
portance — from whence it arises. The Difficulty of bdogp 
an infidel — ^the Infamy — the Cause, and the character, of an 
infidel state. What true free-thinking is. The necessaijr 
punishment of the false. Man's ruin is from himsel£ As 
infidel accuses himself of Guilt and Hypocrisy ; and that of 
the worst sort His obligation to Christians — What danger 
he incurs by Virtue — Vice recommended to him — ^Hia h%h 
pretences to Virtue and Beneyolence exploded. The con* 
elusion, on the nature of Faith, Reason, and Hope ; witli 
an apology for this attempt 
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PART THE SECOND. 



HsAYEN givea the needful, but neglected, ealL 

What day, what hour, but knocks at human heaitib 

To wake the soul to sense of future scenes ? 

Deaths stand, like Mercuries, in everyday, 

And kindly point us to our journey's end. 

Pope, who couldst make immortals ! art thou dead/ 

I g^ve thee joy : nor will I take my leave ; 

So soon to follow. Man but dives in death ; 

Dives from the sun, in fairer day to rise ; 

rhe grave, his subterranean road to bliss. 

Tes infinite indulgence plannM it so : 

Through various parts our glorious story runs 

Time g^ves the preface, endless age unrolls 

The volume (ne'er unrollM) of human fate. 

This, earth and skies * already have proclaim^L 
The world's a prophecy of worlds to come ; 
And who, what God foretells (who speaks in things^ 
Still louder than in words) shall dare deny ? 
If nature's arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new leaf, and stronger read in mar 
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If man steeps on, untaught by what he sees» 
Can he prove infidel to what he feels ? 
He, whose blind thought futurity denies, 
Unconscious bears, Bellebophon ! like tliee» 
His own indictment ; he condemns himself: 
Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life; 
Or, nature, there, imposing on her sons, 
Has written fables ; man was made a lie. 

Why discontent for e?er harbour*d there ? 
Incurable consumption of our peace ! 
Resolye me, why, the cottager, and king. 
He whom sea-severed realms obey, and he 
Who steals his whole dommion from the wafl% 
Repelling winter blasts with mud and straw. 
Disquieted alike^ draw sigh for sigh. 
In fate so distant, in complaint so near ? 

lis it, that things terrestrial canH contmit ? 
Deep in rich pasture will thy flocks complain? 
Not so ; but to their master is denied 
To share their sweet serene. Man, ill at ease. 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field. 
Where nature fodders him with other food. 
Than was ordained his cravings to suffice. 
Poor in abundance, famished at a feast, 
Sighs on for something more, when most enjoy^ 

Is Heaven then kinder to thy flocks than tbee f 
Not so ; thy pasture richer, but remote ; 
In part, remote ; for that remoter part 
Man bleats from instinct, though, perhaps, debanchM 
By sense, his reason sleeps, nor dreams the came. 
Ttie cause how obvious, when his reason wakes ! 
His grief is but his grandeur in disgniset 
And dItooBtent U immortaUtr. 
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Shall SODS of ffither, shall the blood of heayeot 
Set up their hopes on earth, and stable here. 
With brutal acquiescence in the mire ? 
LoRENSQ, no ! thej shall be nobly painM ; 
The glorious forei^pners, distressM, shall sigh 
On thrones ; and thou congratulate the sigh. 
Man^s nusery declares him bom for bliss ; 
Hb anxious heart asserts the truth I sing. 
And gives the sceptic in his head the lie. 

Our heads, our hearts, our passions, and our poweHi 
Speak the same language ; call us to the skies : 
UnripeoM these in this inclement clime, 
Scarce rise above conjecture, and mistake ; 
And for this land of tribes th#se too strong 
Tumultuous rise, and tempest human life : 
What prize on earth can pay us for the stonnf 
Meet objects for our passions Heaven ordained. 
Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave 
No fault, but in defect. Blessed Heaven ! avert 
A bounded ardour for unbounded bliss ! 
O for a bliss unbounded ! Far beneath 
A soul immortal, is a mortal joy. 
Nor are our powers to perish immature ; 
But, after feeble effort here, beneath 
A brighter sun, and in a nobler soil, 
Transplanted from this sublunary bed. 
Shall flourish fair, and put forth all their bloom. 

Reason progressive, instinct is oomplet - 
Swift instinct leaps; slow reason feebly climos. 
Brutes soon their zenith reach ; their little all 
Flows in at once ; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were man to live coeval with \h& vos^ 
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The patriareh-popil would be lea lincr still ; 

Tet, dying, leave his lesson hajf iMleamM. 

Men perish in adyance, as if the sun 

Should set ere noon, ip eastern oceans dnnmM) 

If fit, with dim, illustrious to compaiBi 

The sun^ meridian with the soul of man. 

To man, why, stepdame nature ! so severe ? 

Why thrown aside thy masterpiece half « tr i x m g lUy 

While meaner efforts thy last hand enjoy? 

Or, if abortively poor man must die. 

Nor reach what reach he mig^ht, why die in dread f 

Why cursed with foresight? wise to misery? 

Why of his proud prerogative the prey? 

Why less pre-eminent in rank, than pain? 

His immortality alone can tell ; 

Full ample fund to balance all amiss. 

And turn the scale in favour of the just ! 

His immortality alone can solve 
That darkest of eenigmas, human hope ; 
Of all the darkest, if at death we die. 
Rope, eager hops, th' assassin of our joy. 
All present blessing^ treading under foot. 
Is scarce a milder tyrant than despair. 
With no past toils content, still planning new 
Hope turns us o'er to death alone for ease. 
Possession, why more tasteless than pursuit ? 
Why is a wish far dearer than a crown ? 
That wish accomplished, why the grave of bliae ? 
Because, in the gpreat future buried deep, 
Beyond our plans of empire and renoVm, 
Lies all that man with ardour should pursue ; 
Aad He who made him, bent him to the right 
Man^ beurt th* Almiqvtt lo \)bA tis&.\?As« «ets^ 
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By secret and inviolable springy ; 

And makes his hope his sublunary joy. 

Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry still ; 

«* More, more I" the glutton cries : fonsomething new 

So rages appetite, if man can't mount. 

He will descend. He starves on the possess'd. 

Hence, the world's master, from ambition's spire, 

In Caprea plunged ; and dived beneath the brute* 

In that rank sty, why wallow'd empire's son 

Supreme ? Because he could no higher fly ; 

His riot v^as ambition in despair. 

Old Rome consulted birds : Lorenzo ! thou, 
With more success, the flight of hope survey ; 
Of restless hope, for ever on the wing : 
High-perchM o'er every thought that' falcon sits. 
To fly at all that rises in her sight; 
And, never stooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, she betrays her aim's mistake, 
And owns her quarry lodged beyond the grava 

There should it fail us (it must fail us there, 
If being fails) more mournful riddles nse 
And virtue vies with hope in mystery. 
Why virtue? Where its praise, its being fled? 
Virtue is true self-interest pursued : 
What true self-interest of quite-mortal man ? 
To close with all that makes him happy here. 
If vice (as sometimes] is our friend on earth, . 
Then vice is virtue; 'tis our sovereign g^ood. 
In self-applause i^virtue's golden prize ; 
No self-applause attends it, on thy scheme. 
Whence self-applause ? From conscience of the right 
And what is right, but means of hapi^uie.<9»^ 
No means of happiness when VvtVne Y^^^^N 
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That basis failing, falls the building too. 
And lays in ruin every virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blameless heart. 
So long revered, so long reputed wise, 
Is weak ; with rai&k knight-errantries o'er-miu 
Why bpats thy bosom with illustrious dreaim 
Of self-exposure, laudable, and great? 
Of g^ant enterprise,- and glorious death ? 
Die for thy coimtry ! Thou romantic fool! 
Seize, seize the plank thyself, and let her sink t 
Thy country ! what to thee ? — ^The Godhead, what f 
(I speak with awe !) though He should bid thee Ueedf 
If, with thy blood, thy final hope is spilt. 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow, 
Be deaf; preserve thy being ; disobey. 

Nor IS it disobedience. Know, Lorenzo, 
Whate^ th' Almighty's subsequent command. 
His first command is this : — " Man, love thyself.* 
In this alone, free agents are not free. 
Existence is the basis, bliss the prize : 
If virtue cost existence. His a crime; 
Bold violation of our law supreme. 
Black suicide ; though nations, which consult 
Their gain at thy expense, resound applause 

Since virtue's recompense is doubtful here, 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why is man suffered to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man enjoin'd ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man betray'd ? 
Betray'd by traitors lodged in his own breast, 
By sweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whispers nature lies on virtue's part ? 
Or if blind instinct (which assumes the name 
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Of saored conscience) plajs the fool m man^ 
Why reason made accomplice in the cheat? 
Wlij are the wisest loudest in her praise? 
Can man by reason's beam be led astray ? 
On at his peril, imitate his God ? 
1 Since yirtne sometimes ruins us on earth, 
f^Or both are mie, or man survires the grare* 
Or man survives the grave, or own, Jjoaxsto^ 
Thy boast supreme, a wild absurdity* 
Dauntless thy spirit ; cowards are thy scorn? 
Grant man immortal, and thy scorn is just. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, 
Dares rush on death^-because he cannot die* 
But if man loses all when life is lost. 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires 
A daring infidel (and such there are, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 
Or pure heroical defect of thought,) 
Of all earth's madmen, most deserves a chain. 
When to the grave we follow the renown^ 
For valour, virtue, science, all we love. 
And all we praise ; for worth, whose noon-tide beam 
Enabling us to think in higher style, 
Mexida our ideas of ethereal powers; 
Dream we, that lustre of the moral world 
Goes out in stench, and rottenness the close ? 
Why was he wise to know, 9nd warm to praise. 
And strenuous to transcribe, in himian life. 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that &te, 
Jast when the lineaments began to shine. 
And dawn the Deitt, should snatch the draughty 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
Tbo skies alarm, lest angels too im^X. d^^. 
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ft human sooU, why not angelic too 
Exting^uish^ ? and a soUtaiy God, 
O'er ghastly rain, firowning from his thi[ODe? 
Shall we this moment gpze on God in man ? 
The next, lose man for erer in the dust ? 
From dust we diseng^age, or man mistakes ; 
And there, where least his judgment fears a flaw* 
Wisdom and worth, how boldly he commends ! 
Wisdom and worth are sacred names ; revered 
Where not embraced ; applauded ; deified J 
Why not compa^'fu^mM too ? If spirits die 
Both are calamities, inflicted both, 
To make us but more ^/etched. Wisdom^ eye 
Acute, for what ? To spy more miseries ; 
And worth, so recompensed, new points tibeir stiiigib 
Or man surmounts the grave, or g^n is kMS, 
And worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Thou wilt not patronize a scheme that makes 
Weakness, and vice, the refuge of mankind. 

**Has virtue, then, no joys?" — ^Yes, joys dear boogliL 
Talk ne'er so long, in this imperfect stat^ 
Virtue and vice are at eternal war. 
Virtue's a combat ; and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for small reward ? 
Who virtue's self-reward so loud resound. 
Would take degrees angelic here below. 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray. 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
The crown, th' unfadmg crown, her soul inspires i 
^Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body's treacheries and the world's assaults s 
On earth^B poor pay our famish'd virtue dies. 
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Trath incontestable ! in spite of all V 

A Batle has preached, or a Voltaikx believed. f V' 
^^/^ui man the more we dive, the more we see ^Y 

Hearen^ signet stamping an immortal make* 
Dive to the bottom of his soul, the base 
Sustaining all ; what find we ? Knowledge, lo^e : 
As light, and heat, essential to the su^ 
These to the souL And why, if. souls expire ? 
How little lovely here ? How little known? 
Small knowledge we dig up with endless toil ; 
And love unfeigned may purchase perfect hate. 
Why starved, on earth, our angel appetites ; 
While brutal are indulged their fulsome fill ? 
Were iben capacities divine conferred. 
As a mock diadem, in savage s. ort. 
Rank insult of our pompous poverty, 
Which reaps but pain, from seeming claims so &ir ? 
In future a^ lies no redress ? and shuts 
Eternity: .Kc door on our complaint ? 
If 80, for what strange ends were mortals made ? 
The worst to wallow, and the best to weep ; 
The man who merits most, must most complain: 
Can we conceive a disregpurd in Heaven, 
What the worst perpetrate, or best endure? 

TThis cannot be. To love, and know, in man 
Is boundless appetite, and boimdless power ; 
And these demonstrate boundless objects too. 
Objects, powers, appetites. Heaven suits in all ; 
Nor, nature through, e'er violates this sweet, 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful string. 
Is man the sole exception &om her laws ? 
Eternity struck off from human hope 
(I speak with truthj but vetietaXiaiiXoo 
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If an 18 a monster, the reproach of Heayen^ 

I >^ stain, a dark impenetrable clond 
^ On nature^ beauteous aspect ; and defonnty 
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her lord. 
If such is man^ allotment, what is Heayen? 
Or own the soul immortal, or blasf^eme* 

Or own the soul immoAal, or inrert 
All <Mrder. Go, mock majesty ! go, man ! 
And bow to thy superiors of the stall ; 
Through erery scene of sense superior far : 
They graze the turf untiUM ; they drink Hke 
Unbrew^d, and erer full, and unimbitter'd 
With doubts, fears, fruitless hopes, regrets, despain. 
Mankind^ peculiar ! reason^ precious dower I 
No foreign clime they ransack for their robee; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar ; 
Their good is g^d entire, unmix*d, unmarr^t; 
They find a paradise in every field. 
On boughs forbidden where no curses hang : 
llieir in, no more than strikes the sense ; unstretch^ 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : 
When the worst comes, it comes unfearM ; one stroke 
Begins, and ends, their woe : they die but once t 
Bless^, incommunicable privilege ! for which 
Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the Bturii 
PInilosopher, or hero, sighs in vain. 

Af Account for this prerogative in brutes. 

^ No day, no glimpse of day, to solve the knol^ 
But what beams on it from eternity. 
C> sole, and sweet solution I That unties 
Tlie difficult, and softens the severe ; 
The cloud on nature^ls beauteous face dispell ; 
Jletiareg bright order ; casta the bru.le V»ee<tK . 
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^^4cfid relnthrones ns in sapremacy 
'''^Of joy, even here. Admk immortal life, 

And Tirtue is khight-errantry no more ; 

Each rirtae Imngs in hand a golden dower. 

Far richer in reTersion : hopeexdtts; 

And though mnch bitter in ^or cup is thrown. 

Predominates, and gives the taste of hearen. 

O wherefore is the Dxitt so kind ? 

Astonishing beyond astonishment ! 

Heaven our reward— for heaven enjoyed below* 
BtUl imsubdued thy stubborn heart ! for there 

The traitor lurks who doubts the truth I sing. 

Reason is gutless ; will alone rebels. 

What, in that stubborn heart, if I should find 

New, unexpected witnesses against thee ? 

Ambition, pleasure, and the love of gain ! 

Canst thou suspect that these, which make the soul 

The slave of earth, should own her heir of heaven? 

Canst thou suspect what makes us disbelieve 

Our immortality, should prove it sure ? 
First, tiien, ambition summon to the bar. 

Ambition^ shame, extravagance, disgust. 

And unextingui^Sable nature, speak. 

Each much deposes ; hear them in their turn. 
Thy soul, how passionately fond of fame ! 

How anxious, that fond passion to conceal I 

We blush, detected in designs on praise, 

Though for best deeds, and from the best of 

And why ? Because immortal. Art divine 

Has made the body tutor to the soul; 

Heaven kindly gives our blood a moral flow, 

Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and thist^ 
- Upbraid that little hearOa ix>^\Qdo\A «^sss 
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Which stoopt to court a character from man; 

While o^er us, in tremendous judgment, sit 

Far more than man, with endless praise and -blame. 

Ambition's boundless appetite outspeaks 
The yerdict of its shame. When souls take fire 
At high presumptions of tjheir own desert, 
One age is poor applause ; the mighty shout. 
The thunder by the living few beg^n, 
Late time must echo ; worlds unborn, resound. 
We wish our names eternally to liye : 
Wild dream! which ne'er had haunted human thoiiglit» 
Had not our natures been etercil too. 
Instinct points out an inte^iest in hereafter; 
But our blind reason sees not where it lies ; 
Ott^eeing, gives the substance for the shade. 
^Fame is the shade of immortality. 
And in itself a shadow. Soon as caught. 
Contemned ; it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. 
Consult th' ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 
** And is this all ?" cried Cjesar at his height. 
Disgusted. This third proof ambition brings 
Of immortality. The first in fame, 
Observe him near, your envy will abate : 
Shamed at the disproportion vast, between 
The passion and the purchase, be will sigh 
/At such success, and blush at his renown. 
y And why ? Because far richer prize invites 
His heart ; far more illustrious glory calls : 
It calls in whispers, yet tho deafest hear. 

And can ambition a fourth proof supply 
It can, and stronger than the former three ; 
Tet quite o'erlook'd by some reputed wise. 
Though dis&ppomtzneniA in ambV^n v^sn^ 
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And though success disgtists : yet still, Lq&enzo, 
In vain we strive to pluck it from our hearts ; 
By nature planted for the noblest ends. 
Absurd the famed advice to Ptrrhus g^ven, 
More praise/ than ponderM; specious, but unsound: 
Sooner than hero^ sword tl^ world had qnelPd, 
Than reason, his ambition. Man must soar : 
An obstinate activity within, 
An insuppressive spring, will toss him up 
In spite of fortune's load. Not kings alone. 
Each villager has his ambition too ; 
No sultan prouder than his fettered slave : 
Slaves build their little Babylons of straw, 
Echo the prond Assyrian, in their hearts. 
And cry — '' Behold the wonders of my might V* 
Apd why ? Because immortal as their lord. 
V^od souls immortal must for ever heave 
At something great ; the glitter, or the g^Id ; 
The praise of mortals, or the praise of Heaven 

Nor absolutely vain is human praise, 
When human is supported by divine. 
V\l introduce Lorenzo to himself. 
Pleasure and pride (bad masters !) share our hearti* 
As love of pleasure is ordainM to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race ; 
The love of praise is planted to protect, 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 
Whatis it, but the love of praise, inspires. 
Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts, 
Earth^B happiness ? From that, the delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous, of civil life. 
Wtait and convenience, under-^oxket^^Va:^ 
*770 basis, on which love oC ^Xot'j \ixr\^* 
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Nor is thy life, O yirtue ! less in debt 

To praise, thy secret stimulating friend. 

Were men not proud, what merit should we miss? 
i Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 

Praise is the salt that seasons right to man, 

And whets his appetite for moral good. 
' Thirst of applause is virtue's second guapd 

Reason, her first ; but reason wants an add : 

Our private reason is a flatterer; 

Thirst of applause calls public judgment in, 

To poise our own, to keep ar even scale, 

And give endangered virtue fairer play. 
Here a fifth proof arises, stronger still : 

Why this so nice construction of our hearts ? 
^These delicate moralities of sense; 

This constitutional reserve of aid 

To succour virtue, when our reason fails ; 

If virtue, kept alive by care and toil. 

And oft the mark of injuries on earth, 

When labour'd to maturity (its bill 

Of disciplines, and pains, unpaid] must die ? 

Why freighted rich, to dash against a rock ? 

Were man to perish when most fit to live, 

O how misspent were all these stratagems. 

By skill divine inwoven in our frame ! 

Where are Heaven's holiness and mercy fled? 
/Laughs Heavfen, at once, at virtue, and at man ? 
V If not, why that discouraged, this destroyed •* 
Thus far ambition. What says avarice? 

This her chief maxim, which has long been thine : 

" The wise and wealthy are the same.''— I grant iL 

To store up treasure with incessant tniU 
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This is man's prorince, this his higiiest praiae. 
To this g^reat end koen instinct stings him Gai, 
To guide that instinct, reason! is thy ohaige* 
'Tis thine to tell us vrhere true treasure lies: 
But, reason failing to discharge her trusti 
Or to the deaf discharging it in rain, 
A blunder follows ; and blind industry, 
GallVl by the spur, but stranger to the course 
(The course, where stakes of more than g^ld are waa^ 
Overloading, with the cares of distant age * 
The jaded spirits of the present hour, 
Providra for an eternity below. 

*' Tiiou shalt not coyet,^ is a wise command; 
B^ bounded to the wealth the sun surveys ; 

)k further, tlie command stands quite reTersed, . 
Lnd avarice is a virtue most divine. 
Is faith a refuge for our happiness f 
Most sure : and is it not for reason too ? 
^Nothing this world unriddles, but the next. 

Jence unextinguishable thirst of gain? 
m unextinguishable life in man. 
1, if not meant, by worth, to reach the 8kiet> 
I wanted wing to fly so far in guilt, 
r grapes, I grant, ambition, avance ; 
Yet still their root is immortality : 
These its wild growths so bitter, and so base, 
(Pain and reproach !] religion can reclaim. 
Refine, exalt, throw down their poisonous lee. 
And make them sparkle in the bowl of bliss. 

See, the third witness laughs at bliss remote. 
And falsely promises an Eden here : 
Truth she shall speak for once, though prone to lie^ 
A common cheat, and Pieasnxc^ i&)qsc 

15* 
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T • pleasare nerer was Lorkhzo deaf; 
Then hear her noir, now first th j real friend. 

Since nature made ns not more fond than prood 
Of happiness, (whence hypocrites in jojf 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of smiles !) 
Whj should the joj most poignant sense afibrdu^ 
Bam ns with hlnshes, and rebuke onr pride ?•*- 
Those heayen-bom blnshes tell as, man desoeadi^ 
E^en in the zenith oi his earthly bhss: 
Should reason take her infidel repose, 
This honest instinct speaks our lineage higli; 
This instinct calls on darkness to conceal 
Oar rapturous relation to the stalls. 
Our glory covers us with noble shame. 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmann^- 
^The man that blushes, is not quite a brute. 
Thus far with thee, Lorenzo, will 1 close: 
Pleasure is good, and man for pleasure made ; 
I3ut pleasure full of glory, as of joy; 
Plcxsure^ which neither blushes, nor expires* 
The witnesses are heard ; the cause is o'er : 
Let conscience file the sentence in her court. 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm conrey. 
Thus seal'd by truth, th' authentic record runs : 
*^Know, all ; know, infidels, — ^unapt to know ! 
^Tis inunortality your nature solves 
'Tis immortality deciphers man, 
And opens all the mysteries of his make. 
AVithout it, half his instincts are a riddle; 
Without it, all his virtues are a dream. 
1 lis very crimes attest his dignity ; 
His sateless thirst of pleasure, gold, and fame 
OeohreB him bom for blessin^ss infinite i 
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I 

What less than infinite, make ' ^^na' surd 
Passions, which all on e '.rth but more inflames ? 
Fierce passions, so mismeasured to this scene, 
Stretched out, like eag^les^ wing^, beyond oar nesty 
Far, far bejond the worth of all below. 
For earth too large, presage a nobler flight. 
And eridence our title to the skies.^ 

Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind ! 
Whose constitution dictates to jour pen ; 
Who, cold jourselves, think ardour comes from hell I 
Think not our passions from corruption sprang, 
.Though to corruption now thej lend their wings 
That is their mistress, not their mother. All 
(And justly) reason deem divine: I see, 
I feel a grandeur in the passions too, 
Which speaks their high descent, and glorious eni ; 
Which speaks them rays o" an eternal fire. 
In Paradise itself they bumM as strong, 
Ere Adam fell ; though wiser in their aim. 
Like the proud Eastern, struck by ProWdence, 
What though our passions are run mad, and stoop 
With low, terrestrial appetite, to graze 
On trash, on toys, dethroned from high desire? 
Yet^still, through their disgrace, no feeble ray 
Of greatness shines, and tells us whence they fell : 
But these (like that fallM monarch when reclaimiM,; 
When reason moderates the rein aright. 
Shall rbascend, remount their former sphexe. 
Where once they soarM illustrious ; ere sednosd 
By wanton Eye^s debauch, to stroll oneartk, 
ibid set the sublunary world on flre. 

But grant their frenzy lasts ; their frenzy &ils 
To disappoint one proridentiai enil^ 
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For which Heaven blew ap ardonr in our hearts : 

Were reason silent, boundless passion speaks 

A future scene of boundless objects toc^ 

And brings glad tidings oi eternal day. 

Eternal day 1 tis that enlightens all; 

And all, by that enlightenM, proves it sure. 

^onsider man as an immortal being, 

intelligible fdl ; and all is great ; 
A crystalline transparency prevails, 
A^ strikes full lustre through the human sphere : 

•^onsider man as mortal, all is dark, 
And wretched ; reason weeps at the survey. 

The learned Lorenzo cries, << And let her weep. 
Weak modem reason : ancient times were wise. 
Authority, that venerable g^ide. 
Stands on my part ; the famed Athenian porch 
^And who for wisdom so renown'd as they ?) 
Denied this immortality to man.^^ 
I grant it, but affirm, they proved it too. 
A riddle, this ? — ^Have patience ; Vi\ explain. 

VThat noble vanities, what moral flights, 
Glittering through their romantic wisdom^s page, 
Make us at once despise them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to these high-seasonM sires ; 
They leave th' extravagance of song below. 
*' Flesh shall not feel ; or, feeling, shall enjoy 
The dagger, or the rack ; to them, alike 
A bed of roses, or the burning bull.'* 
In men exploding all beyond the grave. 
Strange doctrine, this ! As doctrine it was strange ; 
But not, as prophecy ; for such it proved. 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfiU'd : 
V'hey Cei^a^d a firmness Christians need not feign. 
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The Christian truly tritimphM in the flame t 
The Stoio saw, in doable wonder kst. 
Wonder at them, and wonder at himself^ 
To find the bold adrentares of his thongiit 
Not bold, and that Ite strove to he in vain. 

Whence, then, those thong^hts? those towering 
thoughts, that flew 
Such monstrous heights ? From instinct, and from pride* 
l^e glorious instinct of a deathless soul, 
Confusedly c<mscioas of her dig^ty, 
Suggested truths they could not understand. 
In lust's dominion, and in passion's storm, 
Truth's system broken, scattered fragments lay. 
As light in chaos, glimmering through the gloom ; 
Smit with the pomp of lofty sentiments. 
Pleased pride proclaimed, what reason disbelieved. 
Pride, like the Delphic priestess, with a swell, 
Raved nonsense, destined to be future sense. 
When life immortal, in fiill day, should shine ; 
And death's dark shadows fly th^ Gospel sun. 
They spoke, what nothing but immortal souls 
Could speak; and thus the truth theyquestion'd,psov'd. 

Can tlien absurdities, as well as crimes. 
Speak man immortal ? All things speak him so 
Much has been urged ; and dost thou call for move? 
Call ; and with endless questions be distressM, 
All unresolvable, if earth is alL 

« Why life, a mcmient? infinite, desire ? 
Our wish, eternity ? our home, the grave ? 
He^^^en^s promise dormant lies in human bopei 
Who wishes life immortal, proves it too. 
Why happiness pursued, though ikevet looinjl^ 
Man's ibint of happineu declu«A \t m 

M 
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(For nature never grayitates to nought ;) 
That thirst, unquench^d, declares it is not here. 
Mj LueiA, thy Clarissa call to thought; 
Why cordial friendship riretted so deep. 
As hearts to pierce at first, at parting, rend. 
If friend, and friendship, vanish in an hoar? 
Is not this torment in tiie mask of joy? 
Why by reflection marr'd the joys of sense? 
Why past, and future, preying" on our hearts. 
And putting aU our present joys to death? 
Why labours reason ? Instinct were as well ; 
Instinct far better ; what can choose, can err : 

how infallible the thoughtless brute! 
Twere weU his Holiness were half as sure. 
Reason with inclination, why at war ? 

Why sense of guilt? why conscience up in arms?*' 

Conscience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 
And bosom-counsel to decline the blow. 
Reason with inclination ne'er had jarr'd. 
If nothing future paid forbearance here : 
Thus on — ^these, and a thousand pleas uncall^. 
All promise, some ensure, a second scene ; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 
'I'han all things else most certain; were it falHC', 
What truth on earth so precious as the lie ? 
This world it gives us, let what will ensue ; 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope : 
The future of the present is the soul. 
How this life groans, when severed from the next I 

1 oor mutilated wretch, that disbelieves ! 
By dark distrust his being cut in two. 

In both parts perishes; life void, of j^, 
Sad prelude of eternity in ttaisA 
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Couldst thou persuade me, the next life could fail 
Our ardent wishes ; how should I pour out 
My bleeding heart in anguish, new, as deep ! 
Oh ! with what thoughts, thy hope, and my despair* 
Abhorred annihilation ! blasts the soul. 
And wide extends the bounds of human woe I 
Could I belieye Lorenzo^s system true, 
In this black channel would ravings run : 

** Grief from the future borK>w^d peace, erewhilBb 
The future yroiish^d ! and the present pained i 
Strango import of unprecedented ill ! 
Fall, how profound ! Like Lucifer^s the fall ! 
Unequal fate ! his fall, without his guilt 1 
From where fond hope built her payilion high, 
The gods among, hurPd headlong, hurPd at ODoe 
Tonight! to nothing! darker still than night! 
ff ^twas a dream, why wake me, my worst foe, 
Lorenzo, boastful of the name of friend I 
O for delusion ! O foi error still ! 
Could vengeance strike much stronger, than to i^aiii' 
A thinking being in a world like this. 
Not over-rich before, now beggar'd quite ; 
More cursed than at the fall ? — ^The sun goes oat \ 
Th(^ thorns shoot up ! what thorns in every thought ! 
Why sense of better? It imbitters worse. 
Why sense? why life ? if but to sigh, then sink 
To what I was ? Tmce nothing ! and much woe ! 
Woe, from Heaven's bounties ! woe from what was 
To flatter most, high intellectual powers ! [wont 

'< Thought, virtue, knowledge I blessings, by thy 
scheme, 
All poison'd into pains.' First, kno^VeAj^^^^swos^ 
My soul^ ambition, now her fs;reai(»BX. ^\«»^» 
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To know myself, true wisdom ? No, to shun 
That shocking science, parent of despair! 
Avert thy mirror : if I see, I die. 

*< Knew my Creator 1 climb his blessed abode 
By painiiil speculation, pierce the veil. 
Dire in his nature, read his attributes. 
And gaze in admiration — on a foe, 
Obtruding life, withholding happiness ! 
From the full rirers that surround his tiuxme. 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on man ; 
Man gasping for one drop, thac he might ceaM 
To curse his birth, nor envy reptiles more I 
Te sable clouds ! ye darkest shades of night! 
Hide him, for ever hiao him, from my thonglkt. 
Once all my comfort ; source, and soul of joy ! 
Now leagued with furies, and with thee,* against me 

*< Know his achievements! study his renown ! 
Contemplate this amazing universe, 
Dropp'd from his hand, with miracles replete ! 
For what ? 'Mid miracles of nobler name, 
To find one miracle of misery ? 
To find the being, which alone can know 
And praise his works, a blemish on his praise ? 
Through nature's ample range, in thought, to stroll. 
And start at man, the single mourner there. 
Breathing high hope, chained down to pangs, and death? 

*' Knowing is suffering: and shall virtue share 
TJne sigh of knowledge ? — Virtue shares the ugh. 
By straining up the steep of excellent. 
By oattles fought, and fit>m temptation won, 
IVhat gains she, but the pang of seeing worth 
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Angelic worth, sooq shuffled in the dark 
With every vice, and swept to brutal dust' 
Merit is madness ; virtue is a crime; 
A crime to reason, if it costs us pain 
Unpaid. What pain, amidst a thousand mora 
To think the most abandonM, after days 
Of triumph o^er their betters, find in death 
As soft a pillow, nor make fouler clay ! 

^' Duty ! Beligion ! These, our duty done. 

Imply reward. Religion is mistake. 

Duty ! There^s none, but to repel the cheat. 

Ye cheats, away ! ye daughters of my pride ! 

Who feign yourselves the ^vourites of the skies : 

Ye towering hopes ! abortive energies ! 

That toss, and struggle, in my lying breast. 

To scale the skies and build presumptions therot 

As I were heir of an eternity. 

Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 

Why travel far in quest of sure defeat ? 

As bounded as my being, be my wish. 

All is inverted ; wisdom is a fool. 

Sense ! take the rein ; blind passion ! drive us oo ; 

And ignorance ! befriend us on our way ; 

7e new, but truest patrons of our peace ! 

Tes ; give the pulse full empire ; live the bmtef 

Since, as the brute> we die. The slim of man, 

Of godlike man ! to revel, and to rot. 

*' But not on equal terms with other brutes . 
Their revels a more poignant relish yield, 

nd safer too; they never poisons choose. 

Viistinct, than reason makes more wholesome meala^ 

/i id sends all-marring murmur far away. 

or ^nsual life they best pViv\o&o^\iYL^ \ 

\6 
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Theirs, that serene, the sages sought in yam : 
*Tis man alone expostulates with Heaven; 
His, all the power, and all the cause, to momn 
Shadl human eyes alone dissolve in tears ? 
And bleed, in anguish, none but human heartB* 
The wide-stretchM realm of intellectual woe. 
Surpassing sensual far, is all our own. 
In life so &tallj distinguished, why 
Cast in one Ipt, confounded, lumped, in death ? 

<< Ere jct in being, was mankind in g^nilt ? 
Wliy thunderM this peculiar clause against qb. 
All-mortal, and all-wretched ? — Hare the akiea 
Reasons of state, their subjects may not scan, 
N^or humbly reason, when they sorely sigh? 
All-mortal, and all-wretched !— ^Tis too much ; 
Unparalleled in nature : 'tis too much. 
On bemg unrequested at thy hands, 
Omnipotknt ! For I see nought but power. 

" And why see that? Why thought ? To toil aud eat. 
Then make our bed in darkness, needs no thoughty 
What superfluities are reasoning souls ! 
Oh, give eternity ! or thought destroy ! 
But without thought, our curse were half unfelt ; 
Ito blunted edge would spare the throbbing heart; 
And, therefore, His bestowed. I thank thee, reason ! 
For aiding lifers too small calamities. 
And giving being to the dread of death. 
Such are thy bounties ! — Was it then too much 
For rae, to trespass on the brutal rights ? 
Too much for Heaven to make one enrniet more 
T^o mrch for chaos to permit my mass 
A longer stay with essences unwrought 
UDfashioD'd, untormented into man? 
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Wretched preferment to this round of pains ! 
Wretched capacity of frenzy, thought ! 
Wretched ca acity of dyi g, life ! 
Life, thonght, worth, wisdom, all, (O foul reyolt !) 
Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

« Death, then, has changed its nature too : O death ? 
Come to my bosom, thou best g^ft of Heaven I 
Best friend of man ! since man is man no mdre 
Why in this thorny wilderness so long. 
Since there^s no promised land^s ambrosial bower. 
To pay with its honey for my stings? 
If needful to the selfish schemes of Heaven 
To sting us sore, why mock'd our miseiy ? 
Why this so sumptuous insult o'er our heads ? 
Why this illustrious canopy displayed ? 
Why so magnificen' y lodged despair ? 
At stated periods, sure-returning, roll 
These glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lose 
Their misery's full measure ? — Smiles with flowers, 
And fruits, promiscuous, ever-teeming earth. 
That man may languish in luxurious sc^a^s, 
And in an Eden mourn his withered joys ? 
Claim earth and skies man's admiration, due 
For such delights? Bless'd animals ! too wise 
To wonder, and too happy to complain ! 

(( Our doom decreed demands a mournful scene: 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemned ? 
Why not the dragon's subterranean den. 
For man to howl in ? Why rioif^his abode 
Of the same dismal colour with his fate ? 
A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expense 
or time, toil, treasure, art, for owls and adden, 
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Ab coDgprDom, as, for man, this lofty dome, 

Wfaidi pixnnpts proud thought, and kindles high deiire; 

If, frnn her humble chamber in the dust,. 

While proud thought swells, and high desire inflamet. 

The poor worm calls us for her inmates ^ere ; 

And, round us, death^s inexorable hand 

Draws the dark curtain close ; undrawn no more* 

** Undrawn no more ! — Behind the cloud erf* deaths 
Once, I beheld a sun ; a sun which gilt 
That sable cloud, and tumM it all to gold. 
How the grayed altered ! fatbondess, as bell ! 
A real hell to those who dreamM of heayen. 
AimiRiLATir N ! How it ya*.vns before me I 
Next moment I may drop from thought, from sense^ 
The priyilege of angels, and of worms. 
An outcast from existence ! and this spirit, 
, This all-peryading, this all-conscious soul, 
This particle of energy divine. 
Which trayels nature, flies from star to star, 
And Tisits gods, and emulates their powers. 
For ever is extinguish^. Horror! death! 
Death of that death I feariess once surveyM ! — 
When horror unirersal shall descend. 
And heaven^ dark concave urn all human raee^ 
On that enormous, unrefunding tomb. 
How just this verse ! this monumental sigh !^ 

Beneath tk« lumber of demoIiihM worlds. 
Beep HI the mbbiih of the ffeaeral wreck. 
Swept if^BOBunioiM to the common maM 
Of matter, nerer dig^iHued with life. 
Here Ke prood rationals ; the sone of Hearent 
The lords of earth ! the property of worms I 
BeiJB^ of yesterday, and no to-morrow ! 
Who lired in terror, and in pai^^ expbed ! 
All rone to rot in chaos ; or, to make 
Tbeir b^ppy transit into blocks, or bratcsw 
JTor Jos^persnUy their Crealoi'ftiuJM. 



Lorenzo 1 hear, pause, wonder, and proaounce. 
Just is this history? If Kucl is man. 
Mankind's historian, thaugt diTine, might weep. 
And dares LottE^zo smile ! — I know the prjud ; 
For once let pride befriend thee : priilc loots pale 
At Buch a scene, and sigha Tor somcUiin^ more 
Amid thy boasts, presumptioas, and displays, 
Aud art thou then a ahadowf less llian shade? 
And nothing? leas than nothing? To have been. 
And not to be, is lower thom unborn- 
Art thou ambitious? Why then ipakc ths worm 
Thine efjual? Huns thy taste of pleasure hig-h' 
W .y patronise sore death of every joy? 
Charm riches? Why choose beggnry in the grare. 
Of erery hope a bankrupt ! and for ever? 
Ambition, pleasure, avarice, persuade thee 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealli. 
They * lately proved, thy soul's supreme desire. 

What art thou made of? Rather, how unmade f 
Great nature's maator-appetite destroj'd ! 
Is endless life, and happiness, despised? 
Or both wish'd hero, where ncitlier can be found ' 
Such man's perverse, eternal war with Heaven? 
Darest tliou persist ? and is there nou^t on earth, 
But a long train of transitory forms, 
Rising, and breaking, mJIIious in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fantastic deity, blown up 
In sport, and then in cruelty destroy'i! ? 
Oh ! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo '. 
Destr ys thy scheme the whole of human race? 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compared to Ibee i 

• iBlblSillbNi^l. 
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Oh ! wpue €baB waste of bein^ half dirme; 
And yindicate th^ (economy of Heayen* 

Heaven is all love ; all joy in (^ifiiig joy ; 
It never had created, but to hiess : 
And shall it, then, strike off tne list of life, 
A being bless'd, or worthy so to be ? 
Heaven starts at an annihilating God. 

Is that, all nature starts at, thy desire ? 
Art such a clod, to wish thyself all clay ? 
What is that dreadful wish ? — The dying groan 
Of nature, murdered by the blackest guilt. 
What deadly poison has thy nature drank ? 
To nature, undebauch'd, no shock so g^reat * 
Nature's first wish, is endless happiness ; 
Annihilation is an after-thought, 
A monstrous wish, unborn till virtue dies. 
And, oh ! what depth of horror lies enclosed! 
For non-existence no man ever wish'd. 
But, first, he wish'd the Deity destroyed. 

If so ; what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy picture true ? The darkest are too fair. 
Beneath what baneful planet, in what hour 
Of desperation, by what fury's aid. 
In what infernal posture of the soul, 
All hell invited, and all heU in joy 
At such a birth, a birth so near of kin. 
Did thy foul fancy whelp so black a scheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half blown. 
And deities beg^un, reduced to dust ? 

There's nought (thou say'st) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driven 
Through time's rough billows into night's abygg. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin 
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is toere no rock, on which man^ tossing^ thoni^ht 
Can rest from terror> dare his fate surrey, 
And holdly think it something^ to be bom 
Amid such hourly wrecks of being fair^ 
Is there no central, all-sustainingf base, 
All-realizi6gr* all-connecting power, • 

Which, as it call'd forth «dl things, can recall. 
And force destruction to refund her spoil ? 
Command the grave restore her taken prey? 
Bid death^s dark vale its human harvest yield, 
And earth, and ocean, pay their dent of ^man, 
True to the grand deposit trusted there? 
Is there no potentate, whose outstretched arm, 
When ripening time calls forth th' appointed hour, 
PlttckM from foul devastation's famishM maw. 
Binds present, past, and future, to his throne ? 
His throne, how glorious, thus divinely graced. 
By germinating beings clustering round ! 
A garland worthy the Divinity ! 
A throne, by Heaven's omnipotence in smileSy 
Built (like a Pharos towering in the waves] 
Amidst immense effusions of his love ! 
An ocean of communicated bliss ! 

An all-prolific, all-preserving God ! 
This were a God indeed. — ^And such is man. 
As here presumed : he rises from his falL 
Think'st thou Omnipotence a naked root, 
Each blossom fair of Deitt destroy^ ? 
Nothing is dead ; nay, nothing sleeps : each tool. 
That ever animated human clay, 
Now wakes ; is on the wing : and where, O where, 
Will the swarm settle ? — ^When the trumpet's call, 
As sounding brass collects us ound TTea.v«.'0w>i^!sss5a»^ 
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Cooglobed, we bask in ererlasting day» 
(Paternal splendour!) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the soul this outlet to the skies. 
In this vast vessel of the universe, 
How should we £^p» as in an empty Tmd ! 
How in the pang^ of famished hope expire ? 

How bright my prospect shines ! how gloomyy IhaM* 
A trembling world ! and a devouring god ! 
Earth, but the shambles of omnipotence ! 
Heaven's face all stainM with causeless maasacm 
Of countless, millions, bom to feel the pang 
Of being lost. Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
This bids us shudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be bom to such a phantom worid, 
Wliere nought substantial, but our misery ? 
Where joy (if joy] but heightens our distress. 
So soon to perish, and revive no more ? 
The greater such a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, so far from gpreat, (and yet how gre^ 
It shines to thee !) there's nothing real in it ; 
Being, a shadow ! consciousness, a dream ! 
A dream, how dreadful ! universal blank 
Before it, and behind ! Poor man, a spark 
From non-existence struck by wrath divine ; 
Glittering a moment, nor that moment sure ; 
'Midst upper, nether, and surrounding night. 
His sad, sure, sudden, and eternal tomb ! 

Lorenzo, dost thou feel these arguments? 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be fek? 
How hast thou dared the Deitt dethrone ? 
How dared indict him of a world like this ? 
If such the world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crime, but cause of misery . 
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Retract, blasphemer ! and unriddle this, 
Of endless ar^ments, above, below, 
Without us, and within, tfie short resul t - 
*' If man's immortal, there^ a God in hearen.^ 

But wherefore such redundancy? such waste 
Of alignment? One sets ir.y soul at rest! 
One obvious, and at hand, and, oh ! — at heart: 
So just the skies, Pbilandea^ life so painM^ 
His heart so pure ; that, or succeedmig^ scenes 
Hare palms to ^ivc, or ne'er had he been born. 

'' What on old tale is this l^ Lorenzo cries. 
I ^rant this argument is old ; but truth 
No years impair : and had not this been true, 
Thoi;. never hadst despised it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy soul ; and foble 
As fleeting as thy joys. Be wise, nor make 
Heaven's highest blessing, vengeance ; O be wise! 
Nor make a curse of immortality. 

Say, know'st thou what it is, or what thou artf 
Know'st thou th' importance of a soul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worids ! 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; 
Ten thousand add ; and twice ten thousand more; 
Then weigh the whole : one soul outweighs than aB^ 
And calls th' astonishing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation, poor. 

For this, believe not me ; no man believe ; 
Trust not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no 1< 
Than those of the Supreme ; nor his, a few ; 
Consult them all ; consulted, all proclaim 
Thy soul's importance. Tremble at thyself: 
^or whom Omnipotence has waked ^o Vn^^ 
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Has waked, ana workM for ag^s ; from the bii^ 
Of nature, to this unhelieviDg hour. 

In this small proyince of His vast domain, 
(All nature bow, while I pronounce His name !) 
What has God done, and not for this sole end. 
To rescue souls from death ? The soul's hig'h price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the skies. 
The soul^ Jbigh price is the creation's key. 
Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays 
The g'enuine cause of every deed divine : 
That, is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious correspondence, and unites 
Most distant periods in one bless'd design : 
That, is the mighty hinge, on which have tum^ , 
All revolutions, whether we regard 
The natural, civil, or religious world ; 
The former two but servants to the third : 
To that their duty done, they both expire , 
Their mass new-cast, forgot their deeds renown^ , 
And angeis ask, <* where once they shone so fair?* 

To lift us from this abject, to sublime : 
This flux, to permanent ; this dark, to day ; 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to serene ; 
This mean, to mighty ! — for this glorious end 
Tk' Almighty, rising, his long sabbath broke ! 
The world was made ; was ruin'd ; was restored ; 
Laws from the skies were published ; were repealVl ; 
On earth, kings, kingdoms, rose; kings, kingdoms, fell i 
Famed sages lighted up the Pagan world ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Through distant age ; saints travePd ; martyrs bled ; 
Dj wonders sacred nature stood controPd ; 
The living were translated •, de«A -w etc^ T«^An^\ 



THE INFID£L ItECLATMED.* 191 

Aogels, and more than angels, came from Iieayon ; 
And, oh ! for this, descended lovrer still ! 
Gilt was hell's gloom ; astonished at his ^est 
For one short moment Lucifxr adored : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do less ? — For this. 
That hallow'd page, fools scoff at, was inspirecl, 
Of all these truths thrice-venerable code ! 
Deists ! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall prostrate, ere you touch it, lest you die. 

Nor less intensely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than those of light, this end to gain. 
O what a scene is here ! — Lorenzo, wake ! 
Rise to the thought ; exert, expand thy soul 
To take the vast idea : it denies 
All else the name of great. Two wamng worldi I 
Not Europe against Afric ; warring worlds. 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing ! 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 
High-horering o'er this little brand of strife ! 
This subluna y ball — ^But strife, for what? 
In their own cause conflicting? No; in thine. 
In man's. His single interest blows the flame ; 
His the s<de stake ; his fate the trumpet sounds 
Which kindles war immortal. How it bums! 
Tumultuous swarms of deities in arms I 
Force, force opposing, till the wares run high. 
And tempest nature's universal sphere. 
Such opposites eternal, stedfast, stem, 
Such foes implacable, are Good and 111 ; [thenu 

Tet man, vain man,, would mediate peace between 

Think not this fiction. '* There was war in heaven.* 
From heaven'fthigh crystal mouxitaiTii) Vmpc^NX.\sq3u^ 
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And shot liis indignatinn at the de^: 
Re-thunder'd iiell, and dairted all her fiiea. — 
And leems the stake of little moment stOl? 
And shiml>ers hbd, who ae^j cwined the atnimf 
He sleeps. — ^Asd art thou sfaockM at myit cii i Bi ? 
The greatest, thou. How dieadfol to reflect. 
What ardooTy care, auioxiiuBely mortak caaae 
in breasts diwine ! bow ottle Ji their own ! 

Wherever 1 1 m, no . row proofr poor npoa mei 
How haLpfiij this woodroos Tiew wi|nio r ts 
M J former arj^iimeiit ' How stroof^ j strikea 
Immortal life^ full de&MiiistrBtioD« here ! 
Why this exertion ? Why this strange regard 
Prom beayen^s Omnipotent indulged to man ? — 
Because, in man, the giorioos, dieadfnl power, 
extremely to be painM, or bless'd, for ever. 
Duration gives importance ; swells the pricse» 
An angel, if a creature of a day, 
Wbat would he be ? A trifle of no weight ; 
Dr stand, or fall ; no matter which ; he^a ^ne. 
Because immortal, therefore is indulged 
This strange regard of deities to dust. 
Hence, hearen looks down on earth with all her eym t 
Hence, the souPs mighty moment in her sight: 
Hence, every soul has partisans above. 
And every thought a critic in the skies : 
Hence, clay, vile clay I has angels for its gfoard. 
And every guard a passion for his chaige : 
Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 
Has held high counsel o^er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds those gracious counsels hid 
Angeh undraw the curtain oC the throne^ 
Aod PaxfvtDKVcwi came forth to meel Tu aiA i ^i Ax 
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in various modes of emphasb and awe, 

Ho spoke his will, and tremblixig nature heard : 

He spoke it load, in tbonder and in storm. 

Witness, thoa Sinai! whose doad-corer'd hei^ht^ 

And shaken basis, own^d the present God : 

Witness, je billows ! whose returning tide. 

Breaking^ the chain tbaX &sten^ it in air. 

Swept £^;ypt, and her menaces, to hell t 

Witness, ye flames ! th' Assyrian tyrant blew 

To seyenfold rage, as impotent, as stomg^ t 

And thon, earth ! witness, whose expanding jaws 

Closed o'er presomption'a sacrilegious sons.* 

Has not each dement, in tarn, subscribed 

The soul's high price, and sworn it to the wise ? 

Has not flame, ocean, tether, earthqaake, strore 

To strike this truth through adamantine man ? 

If not all-adamant, Lorenzo I hear: 

All is delusion ; nature is wrapt up. 

In tenfold nig' it, from reason's keenest eye ; 

There's no consistence, meaning, plan, or end, 

In all beneath the sun, in all abore 

( As far as man can penetrate,) or heayen 

Is an immense, inestimable prise : 

Or all is nothing, or that prize is alL— > 

And shall each toy be still a match for heareiii 

And full equivalent for groans below P 

Who would not give a trifle to prerent. 

What be would gire a thousand' worids to core 

Lorenzo ! thoa hast seen (if thine to^see) 
All nature, and her God (by nature coorsey 
And nature^ course control^,) declare for me t 



/ 
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The skies abore prodaim, ^ Immortal 
And, '< Man immiortal !^ all beloir 
The worlds a system of theology, 
Read by the gpneatest strangers to the tohoobs 
If honest, leamM ; and sages o^ a plongli. 
Is n t, oRENzo, then, unposed oo thee 
This hard altematiTe ; op, to renounce 
Thy r ason, and thy sense ; or, to beliere f 
What then is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit ; 
A strenuous enterprize : to gain it, man 
Must burst through crery bar of common 
Of common shame, magnanimously wron;. 
And what rewards the sturdy combatwit? 
His prize, repentance ; infamy, his crown. 

But wherefore infamy? — For want of fiu^th, 
Down the steep precipice of wrong be slides ; 
There^s nothing to support him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at least 
In embryo, every weakness, every ^ilt ; 
And strong temptation ripens it to birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed. 
Why not his country sold, bis father slain? 
rris virtue to pursue our gfood supreme ; 
4nd his supreme, his only good, is here. 
\mbition, avarice, by the wise disdainM, 
's perfect wisdom, while mankind are fools, ' 
4nd think a turf, or tombstone, covers all : 
These Imd employment, and provide tor seoae 
A richer pasture, and a larger range ; 
And sense by right divine ascends the throne. 
When virtue's prize and prospect are no more % 
Virtue no more we think the will of Heaven* 
JVottld Heaven quilo begsax virtuei if beloved ' 
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' Hm Tirtae channs ?' -^I grant her hearet^y fair ; 
Out if nnportion^d, all will interest wed ; 
Though that our admiratioo, this our choice. 
The yirtaes grow on immortality ; 
That root destroyed, they wither and expire. 
A Djbitt heUered, will nought arail } 
Rewards and punishments make GrOD adored 
And hopes and fears give conscience all her pov^* . . 
As in the dying parent dies the child. 
Virtue, widi immortality, exfMres. 
Who tells me he denies his soul immortal, 
Wliate^er his boast, has told me, he^ a knare. 
His duty His, to lore himself alone ; 
Not care though mankind perish, if he smiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die, 
IS dead already ; nought but brute surviyes. 

And are there such ? — Such candidates there are 
t^or more than death ; for utter loss of being* 
Being, the basis of the Deitt ! 
Ask you the cause? — The cause they will not tell; 
Nor need they : oh the sorceries of sense I 
They woik this transformation on the soul; 
Dismount her, like the serpent at the fall. 
Dismount her from her native wing (which soared 
Erewhile ethereal heights,) and throw her down. 
To lick the dust, and crawl in such a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you? O ye fallen ! 
Fallen from the wings of reason, and of hope ! 
Erect in stature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain ! 
Lorers of arg^ument, averse to sense ! 
Boasters of liberty, fast bound in chains ! 
Lords of the wide creation, and \h» ^doaiXGiftX 
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More seoseless than th^ irratioiMk yoa soMDit 

More base than th sv^ yoa rule ! ihan dfeoae yon piljr. 

Far more iindoiie ! O ye most infamoiu 

Of beings, from superior di^ty I 

Deepest in woe, from means (tf boandkn bfivt 

Ye cursed by blecMingps infinite! became 

Most big;bly farourM, most profinindly lost I 

Ye motley mass of contradiction strong ! 

And are you, too, convinced, your souls fly off 

In exhalation soft, and die in air, 

From the full flood of eridence against yoa? 

In the coarse drudgeries, and sinks of sense, 

ITour souls have qv'te worn out the make of Heawn^ 

Dy rice new-cast, and creatures of your own t 

Bui though yoa can deform, you canH destroy ' 

To curse, not uncreate, is all your power. 

LoREjrzo ! this black brotherhooK? renounce 
Renounce St. Erremont, and read S . PauL 
^re rapt by miracle, by reason wingM, 
/lis mounting mind maide long abode in heayen. 
This is freethinking, unconfined to parts, 
To send the soul, on curious travel bent. 
Through all the provinces of human thought; 
To dart her flight, through the whole sj^ere of 
Of this vast universe to make the tour ; 
In each recess of space, and time, at home; 
Familiar with their wonders : diving deep ; 
And like a prince of boundless interests tbere. 
Still most ambitious of the most remote ; 
To look on truth unbroken, and entire ; 
Truth in the system, the full orb ; wheve tmte 
Hy truths enlightened, and sustain^, afford 
A a arcb'Uke, strong foundation^VA aopport 
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Th' incambent weight of absolute, oomplete 
Comriction: here, the more we press, we stand 
More firm ; who most examine, most belieye* 
Parts, like half-sentences,' confound; the whide 
ConTeys the sense, and God is understood ; 
Who not in fragments writes lo human race : 
Read his whole volume, sceptic ! then reply. 

This, this, is thinking free, a thought that gnuros 
Seyond a grain, and looks beycmd an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, sunrey this midnight scene : 
WhBt are earth^s kii^oms, to yon boundless <nrb 
Of human souls, one day, the destined range! 
And what yon boundless orbs, to godlike man? 
Those numerous worlds that throng the firmament^ 
And ask more space in heaven, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and still leave xoom 
For ampler orbs ; for new creations, there* 
Can such a soul contract itself, to g^pe 
A point of no dimension, of no weight? 
It can ; it does ; the world is such a point; 
And, of that point, how small a part enslaves ! 

How small a vart— of nothing, shall I say? 
Why not? — Priend8,our chief treasure, how they dra|>! 
LuciAy Narcissa fair, Piulanoeb;, gone! 
The grave, Uke fabled Cerberus, has oped 
A triple mouth ; and, in an awful voice. 
Loud calls my soul, and utters all I sing. 
How the woiid falls to pieces round about ua^ 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy I 
What says this transportation of my friends ? 
It bids me love the place where now they dwell. 
And icom this wretched spot, they leave so \{qo& 
Eteraitv's vast ocean lies befot^ 1^«&\ 

n * 
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There, there, Lcmxuzo ! thy Clabosa sails. 
Gh-e thy mind sea-room ; keep it wide of eutiiy 
That rock of souls immoital; cutthycoird; 
Weigh anchor; spread thy sails; call ereiy wind 
Eye tiiy g^neat Pole-star; make the land of life. 

Two kfaids of life has doohle-natnred man. 
And two of death ; the last fiir more seyere. 
Lifo animal is nnrtared by the son; 
ThriFes on his boonties, triumphs in his beama. 
Life rational sabsistB on higher food. 
Triumphant in Hbb beams, who made the day. 
When we leare that can, and are left by thia 
(The fate of all who die in stubborn guilt,) 
*Tis utter darkness ; strictly doable death. 
We sink by no judicial stroke of Heaven, 
But nature^ course ; as sure as plummets &1L 
Since God, or man, must alter, ere they meet 
(For light and darkness blend not in one sphere,) 
'Tis manifest, Lorenzo, whc must change. 

if, then, that double death should prove thy lot. 
Blame not the bowels of the Deitt : 
Man shall be blessM, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heaven arms 
With an illustrious, but tremendous power 
To counteract its own most gracious ends; 
And this, of strict necessity, not choice : 
T^at power denied, men, angels, were no more 
But passive eng^ines, void of praise, or blame. 
A nature rational, implies the power ^' 
Of being bless'd, or wretched, as we please; 
Else idle reason would have nought to do 
And he that would be barred capacity 
OfpsLia, courts incapacity oC Y^^m. 
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Heayen wills our hs4)pine88, aUo?r8 ovr diXHii; 

Invites us ardently, but not compels. 

Heaven but persuades, almighty man deoraos ; 

Man is the maker of immortal fates. 

Man falls by man, if finally he falls; 

And &11 he must, vrho learns from death alone. 

The dreadful secret — that he lives for ever. 

Why this to thee ? — thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
Of second Ufe ? But wherefore doubtful still f 
Eternal life is nature^s ardent wish : 
What ardenfly we wish, we soon believe : 
Thy tardy faith declares that wish destroyed : 
What has destroy^ it?— ShaU I tell thee whaif 
When feared the future, His no longer wish'd; 
And, when unwishM, we strive to did>eUeve« 
" Thus infidelity our gwlt betrays.'' 
Kor that the sole detection! Bkish, LoREHSoi 
Blush for hypocrisy, if not for ga^'^t. 

The future fear'di — ^An infidel, and fear? 
Fear what ? a dream ? a fable? — ^How thjr dread* 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore strong. 
Affords my cause an undesign'd support ! 
How disbelief affirms, what it denies ! 
*^ It, unawares, asserts immortal life.** — 
•^rprising ! infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confession of our sins: 
Apostates, time, are orthodox divines. 

LoKENZo ! with Lo&sNzo clash no fBove; 
Nor long^ a transparent vizor wear. 
Thmk'st thou, Bxlioiok only has her mask? 
Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites ; 
Pretend the worst, and, at the bottom^ fail. 
When visited br th-^ugbl ^thcrai|^\iX.iR*^*\i^^riM^«^ 
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like htm they serve, they tremble, and beMerew 

Ii there hypocrisy so foul as this f 

So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 

What detestation, what contempt, their due^ 

And, if impaid, be thankM for tiieir escape 

That Christian candour they strive haid to icom. 

If not for that asylum, they might find 

A hell on earth ; nor 'scape a worse below* 

With insolence, and impotence of thoogfaty 
Instead of racking fcncy, to refute, 
Reform thy manners, and the tmth enjoy.-— 
Bat shall I dare confess the dire result ? 
Can thy proud reason brook so black a brand ^ 
From purer manners, to sublimer faith. 
Is nature^ unavoidable ascent ; 
An honest deist, where the Grospel shines. 
Matured to nobler, in the Christian ends. 
When that blessed chaise arrives, e^n cast aside 
This soE^ superfluous ; life immortal strikes 
Conviction, in a flood of light divine. 
A Christian dwells, like Uriei., in the snn;"^ 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight; 
And ardent hope anticipates the skies. 
Of that bright sun, Lorenzo ! scale the sphere ! 
^Tis easy ! it invites thee ; it descends 
From heaven to woo, and waft thee whence it caiaii 
Read and revere the sacred page ; a page 
Where triumphs immortality; a page 
Which not the whole cr^ition could produce ; 
Which not the conflagration shall destroy* 

» Miltom. 
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Tis prated in the mind of gods for erer : 
In nature's roios not one letter lost. 

In proud disdain of what e'en gods adorey 
Dostsmile? — Poor wretch ! thy guardian ang^ weepi* 
Angels and men, assent to what I sing ; 
Wits smile, and thank me for my midnight dream* 
How Ticious hearts fume frenzy, to the brain ! 
Parts push us on to pride, and pride to shame ; 
Pert infidelity is wit's cockade, 
To grace the brazen brow that brayes the skies. 
By loss of being, dreadfully secure. 
Lorenzo ! if thy doctrine wins the day. 
And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 
If this is all, if earth a final scene. 
Take heed ; stand fast ; be sure to be a knave ; 
A knave in grain ; ne'er deviate to the right : 
Shouldst thou be good — ^how infinite thy loss! 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain. 
Bless'd scheme ! which life depnves of comfort, deafli 
Of hope ; and which vice only recommends. 
If^, where, infidels ! your bait thrown out 
To catch weak converts ? Where your lofty boast 
Of zeal for virtc ^ and of love to man ^ 
Annihilation \ 1 confess, in these. 

What can reclaim you P Dare I hope profound 
Philosophers the converts of a song ? 
Yet know, its title * flatters you, not me r 
Vours be the praise to make my title good » 
Mine, to bless Heaven and triumph in your praise* 
But since so pestilential your disease, 
Though sovereign is the medicme I prescribe. 
At yet, FU neither triumph, nor despair : 
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But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 
Tour hearts, and teach your wisdom — to he wise : 
For why should souls immortal, made for hliss. 
E'er wish (and wish in vain !) that souls could die? 
What ne'er can die, oh ! grant to lire ; and crown 
The wish, and aim, and labour of the skies; 
Increase, and enter on the joys of heayen ; 
Thus shall my title pass a sacred seal, 
Beceiye an imprimatur from aboye. 
While angels shout — An infidel reclaim^ ! 

To close Lorenzo. Spite of all my pains, 
Still seems it strange, that thou shouldst liye for ever f 
Is it less strange that thou shouldst liye at mil 
This is a miracle; and that no more. 
Who gaye beginning, can exclude an end. 
Deny thou art : then, doubt if thou shalt be. 
A miracle with miracles enclosed, 
Is man : And starts his faith at what is strange f 
What less than wonders from the Wonderful; 
What less than miracles, from God, can flow ? 
Admit a God — ^that mystery supreme ! 
That cause uncaused ! all other wonders cease ; 
Nothing is maryellous for Him to do : 
Deny Him — all is mystery besides ; 
Millions of mysteries ! each darker far. 
Than that thy wisdom would, unwisely, shun. 
If weak thy faith, why choose the harder side f 
We nothing know, but what is maryellous ; 
Yet what is maryellous, we can't-belieye. 
So weak our reason, and so great our Ood, 
What most surprises in the sacred page. 
Or full as strange, or stranger, must be tme. 
Fsu'tb is not rsason's l»bour»\jul lev^^^* 



THE nfrtsf:^ reclaimed. 209 

To faith, and virtue, why so backwar i man? 
From hence : — ^The present strongly strikes na all; 
The future, faintly. Can we, theb, be me / 
If men, Lorenzo; the reverse is right 
Reason is man^ peculiar; sense, the brateV 
The present is the scanty realm of sense ; 
The future, reason^s empire unconfined : 
On that expending all her godlike power. 
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there ; 
There, builds her blessings ; there, expects her pratte$ 
And nothing asks of fortune, or of men. 
And what is reason ? Be she thus defined • 
Reason is upright stabire in the soul. 
Oh ! be a man ; — and strive to be a god. 

** For what ? (thou say'st : ) To damp the joys of life ?* 
rfo ; to g^ve heart and substance to thy- joys. 
That tyrant, hope ; mark how she domineers : 
She bids us quit realities, for dreams ; 
Safety and peace, for hazard and aJarm ; 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the soul, 
She bids ambition quit its taken prize. 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it si's, 
Though bearing crowns, to spring at distant game ; 
And plunge in toils and dangers — ^for repose. 
If hope precarious, and of things, when gam'd, 
Of little moment, and as little stay. 
Can sweeten toils and dangers into joys ; 
What, then, that hope, which nothing can defeat. 
Our leave nnask'd ? rich hope of boundless bliss ! 
Bliss, past man's power to paint it ; time's to close! 

This hope is earth's most estimable prize : 
This is man's portion, while no more thasvtKssv 
Hope, of all passions, most be{T\<&ii<^ \k&\k«£^\ 
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Painoni ot prooder name befriend ut lev. 
Joy has her tears ; and transport has her deaths 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, though strong, 
Mian^ heart, at once, inspirits and serenes ; 
Nor makes him pay his wisdom for his joys: 
rris all our present state can safely bear. 
Health to the frame I and yigoor to the miad I 
A joy attemper^ I a chastised delight ! 
Like the fair summer eyening, mild, and sweet! 
^is man's full cup ; his paradise below ! 

A blessM hereafter, then, or hopM or {.a nM, 
Is all ; — our whole of happiness : full prooi^ 
I chose no trivial or inglorious theme. 
And know, ye foes to song ! (well-meaning men, 
rhough quite forgotten half your Bible^ * pnuse 2) 
[inportant truths, in spite of verse, may please. 
G rave minds you praise; nor can you praise too mnc^' 
If there is weight m an Eternity, 
Let the grave listen ; — and be graver stiiL 

• The pr.«'fij*at jmrt* ni it. 
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NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 

VIRTUE'S APOLOGY 

OB, 

THE MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWEBfiD 

Iir WHICH AK» G0JV8IDJBRXD, 

THJB LOTE OF THIS lAFK ; t*HS AMBITIOIT AND PLBA 
8URJC. WITH THE WIT AND WISDOM, OF 
THE WORLD. 



And has all nature, then eaponsed my part ? 
Hare I bribed heayen, and earth, to plead against tli6« f 
And is thy soul immortal .^—^What remains? 
All, all, Lorenzo ! — Make immortal, blessM. 
UnblessM immortals ! — what can shock us more ? 
And yet Lorenzo still affects the world ; 
There, stows his treasure; thence, his title drawSy 
Jtanqfihe world (for such wouldst thou be callM.) 
And ftrt thou proud of that inglorious style ? 
Proud of reproach ? for reproach it was. 
In ancient days ; and Christiait, — in an ag<tf 
"When men were men, and not ashamed of heavmiy 
Fired their ambition, as it crownM their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Castalian foBt^ 
Fain would iTe-baptiae thee, and confer 
A purer spirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy foi^ attachments, fatal, and inflamed* 

Point out my path, and dictate to my wag : 

IS 
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To thee, the world how feir ! how strongly gtrikM 
AmbitioQ! and gay pleasure stronger still ! 
Thy triple bane ! the triple bolt, that lays 
Thy virtue dead ! Be t^se my triple thone ; 
Nor shall thy wit, or wisdom, be forgot. 

Common the theme; notso the song ; if die 
My song invokes, Urahia, deigns to smile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe. 
If she dissolyes, the man f^ earth, at once. 
Starts from his trance, and sighs for other scenes ; 
Scenes, where these sparks of night, these stan, shall 
UnnumberM suns (for all things, as they are, [shine 
The blessM behold ;) and, in one glory pour 
Their blended blaze on man^s astonishM sight ; 
A blaze the least illustrious object there. 

Lorenzo ! since eternal is at hand. 
To swallow times^s ambitions ; as the vast 
Lieriathian, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high descent, attainments hign. 
If unattainM our highest ? O Lorenzo ! 
What lof^y thoughts these elements aboye. 
What towering hopes, what sallies from the 
What grand surveys of destiny divine. 
And pompous presage of unfathomM fate, 
Should roll in bosoms, where a spirit bums. 
Bound for eternity! in bosoms read 
By Him, who foibles in archangels sees I 
On human hearts He bends a jealous eye. 
And marks, and in heaven^s register inrcdls. 
The rise, and progress, of each option there ; 
Sacred to doomsday ! That tlie page unfolds, 
AndBpreadB us to the gaze ot ^9^ and. \nAii« 



VIRTUB^S APOLOGY. fiOT 

And what an option, O Loreivzo ! thin • 
This world ! and this, unrivalled by the skies ! 
A world, where lust o^ pleasure, grandeur, gold^ 
Three daemons that divide its realms between tbeniy 
With strokes alternate buffet to aod fro 
Man^ restless heart, their sport, their flying ball , 
Till with the giddy circle, sick, and tired, 
It pants for peace, and drops into despair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo sets above 
That glorious promise angels were este^n^ 
Too mean to bring ; a promiBe, their Adored 
Descended to cominuDicate, and* press, 
By counsel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Lorenzo^s wisdom wooes. 
And on its thorny pillow seeks repose; 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill prepared. 
Intoxicates, but not composes ; fills 
The visionary mind with gay chimssras, 
All the wild trash of sleep, without the rest 
What unfeignM travel, aud what di^ams of joy ! 

How frail, men, things ! How momentaiy, both ! 
Fantastic chase of shadows, hunting shades ! 
The gay, the busy, equal, though unlike ; 
Equal in wisdom, differently wise ! 
Through flow^ meadows, and through dreary wastes, 
One bustling, and one dancing, ihto death. 
There^ not a day, but, to the man of thought, 
Bcrtrays some secret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes him sick of seeing more. 
The scenes of business tell us — ** What are men ;* 
The scenes of pleasure — " What is all beside ;" 
There, others we despise ; and here, ourselves^ 



Amid diflg^ust eternal, dwells delight f 
Tib approbation strikes the string of joj* 

What wondrous prize has idndled this oare^f , 
Btens with the din, and- chokes us with the diist> 
On lifers g^j stage, one inch abore the grare ? 
The proud run up and down, in quest of eyes; 
The sensual, in pursuit of something wane ; 
The grave, of gold; the politic, of power; 
And all, of other butterflies, as vain ! 
As eddies draw things friyolous, and light. 
How is man^ heart by ranitj drawn in ; 
On the swift cimle of returning toys, 
Whirls, straw-like, round and round, and then ingnlfV. 
Wliere gay delusion darkens to despair ! 

'* This is a beaten track.'^ — Is this a track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough. 
Till enough leamM the truths it would inspivab 
Shall truth be silent, beoause folly frowns ? 
Turn the world^s histoi-y ; what find we there, - 
But fortune^s sports, or nature's cruel claims. 
Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge. 
And endless inhumanities on man ? 
Fame's trumpet seldom sounds, but, like, the kiieli 
It brings bad tiding^ : how it hourly blows 
Man's misadventures round the listening world! 
Man is the tale of narrative old dme ; 
Sad tale! which high as Paradise begins ; 
As if, the toil of travel to delude. 
From stage to stage, in his eternal round. 
The days, his daughters, as they spin our hours 
On fortune's wheel, where accident unthought 
Oftf in a moment, snaps life's strongest thread. 
Each, in her turn, some in^^ic s\j3rf tell^ 
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Witb, now and then, a wretched farce between t 
And fills his chronicle with human woes. 

Time's daughters, true as those of men, deceiTv i ' | 
Not one, but puts some cheat on all mankind : 
Wliile in their father's bosom, not yet ours, 
They flatter our fond hopes ; and p '<mise much 
Of amiable ; but hold him not o'erwise. 
Who tares to trust them ; and laugh round the 
As ill-confiding, still-confounded, man. 
Confiding, though confounded ; hoping on. 
Untaught by trial, unconvinced by proof, 
And ever-looking for the nerer-seen. 
Life to the last, like hardened felons, lies ; 
Nor owns itself a cheat, till it Expires. 
Its little joys go out by one and one. 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night ; 
Night, darker than what, now, involves the pole. 

O THOU, who dost permit these ills to fail. 
For gpracious ends, and wouldst that man should 

mourn! 
O THOU, whose hands this goodly fabric framed, 
Who know'st it best, and wouldst that man shonki 
What is this sublunary world ? A vapour ! [know I 
A vapour all it holds ; itself a vapour. 
From the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam 
Exhaled, ordainM to swim its destined hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and disappear. 
Earth's days are numbered, nor remote her doom ; 
A^ vK>rtal, though less transient than her worn I 
/•'.• uiey dote on her, as the world and they 
Were both eternal, solid; THOU, a dream. 

T!:«'y dote, on what? Immortal views apart, 
A region of outsides ! a land of «iva^!^nni%\ 
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A fraitful field of flowery promises ! 
A wfldemess of joys ! perpIexM with doubts. 
And sharp with thorns ! a troubled ocean, spread 
With bold adyenturers, their all on board ; . 
No second hope, if here their fortune frowns ! 
Frown soon it must. Of various rates they sail. 
Of ensign various ; all alike in this, 
All restless, anxious; tossed with hopes and fean. 
Id calmest skies ; obnoxious all to storm ; 
And stormy the most general blast of life : 
All bound for happiness ; yet few provide 
The chart of knowledg^e, pointing where it lies ; 
Or rirtue^s helm, to ^ape the course designed r 
All, more or less, capricious fate lament. 
Now lifted by the tide, and t*^^ ^tvMvrh'*^ 
And further from their wished »5»a. d^tkx^."^ 
AH, more or less, against each other dash. 
To mutual hurt, by gusts of passion driven. 
And suffering more from folly, than from fate. 
Ocean ! tkou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
Death'** capif J, where most he domineers, 
With all hib chosen terrors frowning round 
(Though lately feasted high at Albion's co»t,j* 
Wide opening, and loud roaring still for more ! 
Too faithful mirror ! how dost thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life ! 
The strong resemblance tempts me further stiQ. 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper struck 
By moral truth, in such a mirror seen, 
Vkich nature holds for ever at her eye. 
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Sdf-flatter'd, unexperienced, high in hope, 
When young, with sanguine cheer, and streamers gay. 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, 
And fondly dream each wind and star our friend} 
All, in some darling enterprise embark'd : 
But where is he can fathom its event ? 
Amid a multitude of artless hands, 
Ruin's sure perquisite ! her lawful prize ! 
Some steer aright ; but the black blast blows haid. 
And pu& theijii wide of hope : with hearts of proof. 
Full against wind and tide, some win their way ; 
And when strong effort has deserved the port. 
And tugged it into view, 'tis won! His lost! 
Though strong their oar, still stronger is their fate i 
They strike ; and, while they triumph, they expire* 
In stress of weather, most; some sink outright ; 
O^er them, and o'er their names, the billows close ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever bom. 
Others a short memorial leave behind. 
Like a flag floating, when the bark's ing^ulTd ; 
It floats a moment, and is seen no more : 
One CjBSAB, lives ; a thousand are forgot 
How few, beneath auspicious planets bom, 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond Fate's elect !) 
With swelling sails make good the promised port. 
With all their wishes freighted ! Tet, even tiiese^ 
Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain: 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 
They still are men ; and when is man securef 
As fatal time, as storm ! the rush of yean 
Beats down their strength ; their numbeilen etoapei 
In ruin end ; and, now, their proud success 
put plants new terrors on t3a« 'v\c\en? Astatt \ 
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What pain to quit the world, just made their 
Their Best so deeply doim^d, and bnilt so lugfa ! 
Too low they buiid, who build beneath tibe stua. 

Woe then apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man,) and fortune at our nod. 
The g^y ! rich ! ^reat ! triumphant ! and august ! 
What are they ? — ^The most nappy (strange to say !] 
Convince me most of human misery : 
What are they? Smiling wretches of co-morrow! 
More wretched, then, than e^er their slave oan be ; 
Their treacherous blessings, at the day of need, 
Aiike other faithless friends, unmask, and sting: 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth I 
What aggravated impotence in power ! 
High titles, then, what insult of their pain ! 
If that sole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Immortal hope ! defies not the rude storm, 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow^ i^^S^ 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 

Is this a sketch of what thy soul admires ? 
** But here (thou say'st) the miseries of life 
Are huddled in a group. A more distinct 
Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.** 
Look on lifers stages : they speak plainer still ; 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou. sigh. 
Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The best that can befall the best on earth ; 
The boy has virtue by his mother^s side : 
Tes, on Florello look : a father's heart 
ts tender, though the man's is made of stone ; 
Vhe truth, through such a medium seen, may maki 
Impression deep, and fondness prove thy friokL 

Flomkl t^o^ lately cssl on \}[^ xiaAA ^qmI^ 
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A helpless iAiant ; now a heedless chfld ; 
To poor Clarissa^ throes, thy care succeeds ; 
Care full of lore, and yet seyere as hate ! 
O^er thy soul's joy haw oft thy fondness frowns i 
N'eedfiil austerities his will restrain ; 
As thorns fence in the tender plant from hamu 
As yet, his reason cannot go alcme ; 
But asks a sterner nurse to lead it on. 
His httle heart is often terrified ; 
The blush of morning, in his cheek, turns pal# 
Its peariy dew-drop trembles in his eye ; 
His harmless eye ! and drowns an angel thers 
Ah ! what avails his innocence ? The task 
Enjoin^, must discipline his early powers : 
He learns to sigh, ere he is known to sin ; 
Guiltless, and sad ! a wretch hefore the fall Z 
How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 
Our nature such, with necessary pains. 
We purchase prospects of precarious peace : 
Tliough not a father, this might steal a sigfa 

Suppose him disciplined aright (if not, 
rrwiU sink our poor account to poorer still ;) 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 
He leaps enclosures, bounds into the world ! 
Tlie world is taken, after ten years' toil. 
Like ancient Troy; and all its joys his own. 
Alas ! the world's a tutor more serere; 
Its lessons hard, and ill desenre his pains; 
Unteaching all his virtuous nature taught, 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates !) mipired* 

For who receives him into i uhlio life? 
Men of the worid, the teme-filial'breeds^ 
Welcome the modest stranger \o \Sq«» «dss»^- 
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(Which glitter'd long, at distance, in hia sight,) 

And, in their hospitable aims enclose : 

Men, who think nought so strong of the ronwnea. 

So rank knight-errant, as a real firiend : 

Men, that act up to reason'^s golden role. 

All weakness of aJBTection quite subdued ; 

Men, that would blush at being thought sincere^ 

And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 

That loFe a lie, where truth would pay as well ; 

As if, to them, vice shone her own reward. 
LoKBvzo! canst thou bear a shocking aigfat? 

Such, for Florello^ sake, ^twill now appear i 

See the steelM files of seascii'd yeterang, 
' Trained to the world, in burnish^ falsehood briglit; 

Deep in the fatal stratagems of peace ; 

All soft sensation, in the throng, rubbM off; 

All their keen purpose, in politeness ^eath^ ; 

Hia friends eternal — during interest ; 

His foes implacable— when worth their while ; 

At war with erery welfare, but their own ; 

As wise as Luciter ; and half as good ; 

And by whom none, but Lucifer, can g^ain — 

Naked, through these (so common fate ordains. 

Naked of heart, his cruel course he runs. 

Stung out of all, most amiable in life, 

Prompt truth, and open thought, and smiles unfe^iiMt 

Affection, as his species, wide diffused ; 

Noble presumptions to mankind's renown ; 

Ingenuous trust, and confidence of love* 

These claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 

Will cost him many a sigh ; till time, and pains. 

From the slow mistress of this school, experience, 
^And her awktant, psAaing, ^90^ d^oAx^ost, 
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Purohase 9 dear-bought cine to lead his youth 
Through serpentine obliquities of life. 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue shall come so cheap : 
For, while we learn to fence with public £rni]t» 
FuU 9ft we feel its foul contagion too. 
If less than hearenly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a strange kind of cursed necessity 
Brings down the sterling temper of his soul. 
By base alloy, to bear the current stamp. 
Below calPd wisdom ; sinks hiip into safety; 
And brands him into credit with the world ; 
Where specious titles dignify disgrace, 
And nature's injuries are arts of life ; 
Where brighter reason prompts to bolder crimet. 
And heavenly talents make infernal hearts ; 
That unsunnountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor M AGHiAVEL ! who laboured hard his plan. 
Forgot, that genius needs not go to school; 
Forgot> that man, without a tutor wise. 
His plan had practised, long before 'twas wnt. 
I'he world's all title-page ; there's no contents : 
The world's all face ; the man who shows his heart* 
Is hooted for his nudities, and scom'd* 
A man I knew, who lived upon a smile ; 
And well it fed him ; he look'd plump and fair; 
While rankest venom foam'd through every vein. 
Lorenzo! what I tell thee, take not ill,: 
Living, ha ^wxM on eveiy fbol alive ; 
And, dying, cursed the friend on whom he lived* 
To such proficients, thou art half a saint. 
In foreign realms ^r thou hast travell'd ftr) 
Ho -^ curious to contemplate tR<\ ^^b^Su^ v^nSUK 
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P^turilogs their nests to feather in ft trice ; 
With all the neoromanties of their ut, 
Playing the g^ame of &oes on each otiier ; 
Making ooort sweet-meats of their latent gall. 
Id foolirii hope to steal each other^ trust ; 
Doth cheating, hoth exalting, hoth deoehred; 
And, sometimes, hoth (let earth rejoice) undone ! 
Their parts we dooht not; hot he that their shame : 
Shall men of talents, fit to mle mankind. 
Stoop to mean wfles, that wonld disgrace a fbol ; 
And lose the thanks of those few friends tihej senre) 
For who can thank the m^oi, be cannot see? 

Why so much corcr ? It defeats itself. 
Ye that know all things ! know ye not, men^ hearts 
Are therefore known, hecanse they are concealM ? 
For why cooccal'd ? — The cause they need not teD 
I give him joy, that's awkward at a lie ; 
AVhose fisehle nature truth keeps still in awe: 
His incapacity is his renown. 
*Tis great, His manly, to disdain disguise ; 
It shows our spirit, or it proves our streng^. 
Thou say'st, rPis needful. Is it therefore right? 
ITowe'er, I g^nt it some small sign of grace. 
To strain at an excuse. And wouldst thou then 
Escape that cruel need ? Thou mayM, with ease 
Think no post needful that demands a knare. 
When late our ciril helm was shifting hands, 
So P thought : think better if you can. 

But this, how rare ! the public path of life 
Is dirty. — ^Yet, allow that dirt its due, 
It makes the noble mind more noble still : 
The world^s no neuter ; it will wound, or savt^f 
Or virtue quench, or inidig;nsA\Qik ^y^ 
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You say, The world, well known, will make a man. 
The world, well known, will give our hearts toheayeiii 
Or make us diemons, long before we die. 

To show how fair the world, thy mistress, shiiie8» 
Take either pant, sure ills attend the choice ; 
Sure, though not equal, detriment ensues. 
Not yirtue^s self is deified on earth ; 
Virtue has her relapses, conflicts, foes ; 
Foes, that ne^er fail to make her feel their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar set of pains. 
True ; friends to virtue, last, and least, complain ; 
But if they sigh, can others hope to smile ? 
If wisdom has her miseries to mourn, 
How can poor folly lead a happy life ? 
And if both suffer, what has earth to boast. 
Where he most happy, who the least laments ? 
Where much, much patience, the most enried state^ 
And some forgiveness, needs, the best of friends ? 
For iriend, or happy life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither shall be find the shadow here. 

The world's sworn advocate, without a fee, 
T.iOR£jS7o smartly, with a smile, replies : 
" Thuii (fir thy song is right ; and all must own. 
Virtue nag her peculiar set of pains. — 
And joys peculiar who to vice denies ? 
If vice it is, with nature to comply : 
If pride, and sense, are so predominant, 
To check, not overcome them, makes a saint: 
Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
Pleasure, and glory, the chief good of man?** 

Can pride, and sensuality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thought, all pleasure «^TVBk9^\ 
And. from an humble spmt, aV\ o\yc ^-aftft* 
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Ambition, pleasoie! let m talk of these: 
Of these, the Porch, and Apademy, talkM; 
Of these, each foliowing age had inooh to tmjt 
Yet, gnexhansted, still, the needfiil theme. 
Who talks of these, to mankind aU at onoe 
He talks; for where the saint firom either finee? 
Are these thy refuge ? — ^No : these rush xipaa tibMl 
Thy yitals seize, and, Yulture-like, deroor. 
ni tiy, if I can pluck thee firom thy rock, 
PaoMCTHBUs I from this barren ball of eardi; 
If reason can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, first, thy Caucasus, aifibition, calk; 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes! 
Of courted woes ! and courted through mistake f 
^is not ambition charms thee ; His a cheat 

Will make thee start, as H at his Moor. 

Dost grasp at gpreatness ? First, know what it w t 
Think'st thou thy greatness in distinction lies r 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er so high, 
By fortune stack, to mark us from the throng. 
Is gloiy lodged : His lodged in the reverse ; 
In that which joins, in that which equals, ali^ 
The monarch and his slave ; — '' a deathless 8oaI» 
Unbounded prospect, and immortal kin, 
A Father God, and brothers in the skies ,^ 
Elder, indeed, in time ; but less remote 
In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man : 
Why greater what can fall, than what can rise? 

If still delirious, now, Lorenzo, go ; 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the world. 
Throw scorn around thee : cast it on thy slaves ; 
Thy slaves, and equals how scorn, cast on 
jZ^JKHindi on tbea 1 if in«a is mean^ as man« 
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Art tliou a god ? If fortune makes him sO| 
BeTrare the consequence : a maxim (hat, 
Which drairs a monstrous pictore of mulkind, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is lost; 
Externals fluttering^ and the soul forgot. 
Thj greatest glorj when disposed to boast, 
Boast that aloud, in which thy senrantB share. 

We wisely strip the steed we mean to buy: 
Judge we, in their caparisons, of men? 
It nought avails thee, where, but what, thou art; 
All the distinctions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, ft>reign to the man. 
When, through deaths streights, earths subtie aeap* 

pents creep. 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown. 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree. 
They leave their party-colour'd robe behind, 
AH tiiat now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen crests, and hiss at us below* 
Of fortune^s fucus strip them, yet afire ; 
Strip them of body, too ; nay, closer still. 
Away with all, but moral, in their minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impose their name, 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy; g^at, or mean. 
How mean that snuff of gloiy fortune lights. 
And death puts oirt ! Dost thou demand a test, 
A test, at once, infiadUble, and short. 
Of real greatness ? That man greatly lives. 
Whatever his fate, or fame, who greatly dies ; 
High-flushed with hope, where heroes shall despair. 
If this a true criterion, many courts. 
Illustrious, might afford but few gprandees. 

The Almighty, from his throne^ o\i «asf^ «aCT«\^ 
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Nought g^reater, than an honest, humble heart; 

An humble heart. His residence ! pranounced 

His second seat; and riyal to the skies. 

The private path, the secret acts of men. 

If noble, far the noblest of our lives ! 

How far above Lorenzo's glory sits 

Th' illustrious master of a name unknofwn ? 

Whose worth unrivalled, and unwitnessM, loves 

Lifers sacred shades, where gods converse with mev 

And peace, beyond the world's ccmception, smfles ! 

As thou (now dark,) before we part, shalt see. 

But thy great soiil this skulking glory scorns* 
LoBJCNZo'ls sick, but when Lorenzo's seen ; 
And, when he shrugs at public business, lies. 
Denied the pnblia eye, the public voice. 
As if he liv'd on others' breath, he dies. 
Fain *<<rould he make the world his pedestal ; 
Mankind, the gazers ; the sole figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praise against their wil^ 
And mix as much detraction as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithless fame her whisper baa. 
As well as trumpet? that his vanity 
Is so much tickled, from not hearing all ; 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praise. 
Or, from an itch more sordid, when he shines 
Taking' his country by five hundred ears. 
Senates at once admire him, and despise. 
With modest laughter lining loud applaus 
Which makes the smile more mortal to his fame f 
His fame« which (like the mighty Cjcsar,) crownM 
With AaurcfS, in full senate, greatly falls. 
By seeming friends, that honour, and destroy. 
We rise in glory, as we sVii^ m \it\i3A\ 
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Where boastiag* ends, there dignity begint: 
And yet, mistaken beyond all mistake. 
The blind Lorenzo's proud—- of being proud; 
And dreams himself ascending in his faill. 

An eminence, though fancied, turn* the bnio t 
AU Tice wants hellebore ; but, of all yice. 
Pride loudest calls, and for the largest bovrl; 
Because, all other rice unlike, it flies. 
In Ihct, the point, in fancy most pursued. 
Who court applause^ oblige the world in thk* 
They gpratify man's passion to refuse. 
Superior honour, when assumed, is lost ; 
E'en g^ood men turn banditti, and rejoice, 
liike Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud* 

Though somewhat disconcerted, steady stiU 
To the worid's cause, with half a face of joj, 
Lorenzo cries — '' Be, then, ambition cast; 
Ambition's dearer far stands unimpeach'd. 
Gay pleasure ! Proud ambition is her slave; 
For her, he soars at greats and hazards ill ; 
For her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 
And pares his way with crowns, to reach her smile t 
Who can reast her charms .'"—Or, should? LorxksoI 
What mortal shall resist, where angels yield ? 
Pleasure'^ the mistress of ethereal powers ; 
For her contend the rival gods above : 
Pleasure's the mistress of the world below ; 
And well it is for man, that pleasure charms: 
How would all stagnate, but for pleasure's ray I 
How would the frozen stream of action cease ! 
What is the pulse of this so busy world ? 
The love of pleasure : that, through every ▼eiI^ 
Throws motion, warmth; anda\»i\a a^\.^»«&Ax^«»^^^^' 
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Thongli Tirioiis are tiie tempen of nwnkinii, 
PleMore^ gaj fiunflj boldi all in chains : 
Some most tfibct the black; and some, the fiur! * 

Some honest pleasure court ; and some, obscene 
Pleasofes obscene are Tarioiis, as the throng 
Of passions, that can err in hnman hearts ; 
Mistake their objects, or transpness their bounds. 
Think you tfaere^ but one whoredom? Whoredoai,all 
But when our reason licenses delight* 
Dost doubt, LfORENzo? THou shalt doubt no mace. 
Thy father chides thy g^antries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common hairi^t, in the d^rk; 
A rank adulterer with others' gold! 
And that hag, vengeance, in a comer, charms* 
Hatred her brothel has, as weU as lore, 
Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 
Whatever the motiFe, pleasure is the mark ; 
For her, the black assassin draws his sword; 
For her, dark statesmen trim their midnight lamp^ 
To which no sin^e sacrifice may fall : 
For her, the saint abstains : the miser starres , 
The Stoic proud, for pleasure, pleasure scomM " 
For her, affliction's daughters g^ef indulge. 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears : 
For her, g^^t, shame, toil, danger, we defy; 
And, with an aim voluptuous, rush on deatih. 
Thus uniyersal her despotic power ! 

And as her empire wide, her praise is just. 
Patron of pleasure ! doter on delight ! 
I am thy rival ; pleasure I profess ; 
Pleasure the purpose of my gloomy song, 
pleasure is nought but virtue's gayer namet 

WTtmg her still, I rate Yker wot^ Vioo Vow \ 



\ 
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Viitae tlie root, and pleasure is the flower; 
And honest Epiguhus' foes were fools. 

But this sounds harsh, and ^res the wise offisDoe; 
If o^rstrainM wisdom still retains tiie name. 
How knits austerity her cloudy hrow. 
And hlames, as bold and hazardous, the praise ^ 

Of pleasure, to mankind, unpraised, too dear ! 
Ye modem Stoics ! hear my soft reply ; ■ 

Their senses men will trust : we can^ impose; ' 

Or, if we could, is imposition right ? ^ 

Own honey sweet ; but, owning, add this sting; 
" When mix'd with poison, it is deadly too." 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue to be praised, as good ? 
Why then is health preferred before disease ? 
What nature loves is good, without our leave. 
And where no future drawback cries, *• Beware;'' 
Pleasure, though not from virtue, should prevail. 
'Tis bahn to life, and gratitude to Heaven ; 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy d ! 
The love of pleasure is man^s eldest-bom. 
Bom in his cradle, living to his tomb ; 
Wisdom, her younger sister, though more grav»| 
Was meant to minster, and not to mar, 
Imperial pleasure, queen of human hearts. 

Lo&XNZo ! thou, her majesty's renownM, 
Though unc<Hft, counsel, learned in the world I 
Who ihink'bt thyself a Murrat, with disdain 
MayHit look cm me. , Yet, my Dsmosthsitm! 
Canst thou plead pleasured cause as well as I ? 
KnowM thou her nature, purpose, parentage ? 
And know thyself; and know thyself to be 
Attend my song, and thoui&ittVt Vsio^ ^wsi-i^N 
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(Strange truth !) the most abstemious man aliye. 
Tell not Calista : she will laugh thee dead; 
Or send thee to her hermitage with L , 
Absurd presumption! thou who never knew'bt 
A serious thought ! shalt thou dare dream of joy ? 
No man e'er found a happy life by chance ; 
Or yawned it into being, with a wish ; 
Or, with the snout of *grovehng appetite. 
E'er smelt it out, and grubbM it from the dirt* 
An art it is, and must be learn'd; and learnM 
With uoremitting effort, or be lost ; 
And leave us perfect blockheads, in our bliss. 
The clouds may drop down titles and estates ; 
Wealth may seek us ; but wisdom must be sought ; 
Sought b^ore all ; but (how unlike all else 
We seek on earth !) 'tis never sought in vain. [see. 
First, pleasure's birth, rise, strength, and grandeur^ 
Brought forth by wisdom, nursed by discipline. 
By patience taught, by perseverence crown'd. 
She rears her head majestic ; round her throne. 
Erected in the bosom of the just, 
Each virtue, listed, forms her manly guard. 
For what are virtues F (formidable name !) 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy f 
Why, then, commanded : Need mankind commands 
At once to merit, and to make, their bliss ? — 
Great Legislator ! scarce so great, as kind 1 
If men are rational, and love delight, 
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice : 
In the transgression lies the penalty ; 
And they the most indulge, who most obey. 

Of pleasure, next, the final cause explore ; 
Its mighty purposeyits iin^t\AXi\. «d(iL 
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Not to tarn human brutal, but to build 

Divine on human, pleasure came^from 

Ln aid to reason was the goddess sent; 

To eair up all its strong bj such a chann. 

Pleasure, first, succours virtue ; in return. 

Virtue ^yes pleasure an eternal reig^. 

What, but the pleasure of food, friendship, &ifh, 

Suiq[>urts life natural, civil, and divine ? 

^is firom the pleasure of repast, we live ; 

'Tis from the pleasure of applause, we please ; 

'Tis from the pleasure of belief, we pray 

( AU prayer would cease, if unbelieved the prize t 

It serves ourselves, our species, and our God ; 

And to serve more, is past the sphere of man. 

Glide, theQ, for ever, pleasure's sacred stream! 

Through Eden as Euphrates ran, it runs, 

Aad fosters every growth of happy life ; 

Makes a new Eden where it flows ; — but such 

As must be lost, Lorskzo, by thy fall. 

" What mean I by thy fall ?» Thount shortly Me, 
While pleasure's nature is at large displayed ; 
Alremdy sung her origin, and ends. ' 
Those glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 
When pleasure violates, 'tis then a vice, 
A vengeance too ; it hastens into ptin. 
From due refreshment, life, healtti, reason, joy ; 
t From wild excess, pain, grief, distraction, death; 
Heaven'a justice tUs proclaims, and that her love* 
What greater evil can I wish my foe, 
Than his full draught of pleasure, from a cade 
Unbroach'd by just authority, ungauged 
By temperance, by reason unrefined ? 
A thousand dssmonfl lurk witbni \)ti<&\eA 
p 
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Heayen, othen, and oorselyes ! iminjured tinete^ 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more dhina t 
Angels are angels, from indulgence there | 
^TiB mirepenting pleasure makes a god. 

Dost tiiink thyself a god from other joja f 
A yictim, rather ! shortly sure to bleed. 
The wrong must moum: can Hearen^ appointiiienta 
Can man outwit Omnipotence? strike out [fuk ? 

A self-wrought happiness unmeant by Him 
Who made us, and the world we would etLjoy? 
Who forms an instrument, ordains from whence 
ItSidissonance, or harmony, shall rise. 
Heayen bid the soul this mortal frame inspire ; 
Bid virtue^ ray divine inspire the soul 
With unprecarions flows of vital joy : 
And, wiUiout breathing, man as well might hops . 
For life, as without piety, for peace. 

" Is virtue, then, and piety the same ?" 
No ; piety is more ; Tis virtue's source • 
Mother of every worth, as that, of joy. 
Men of the world this doctrine ill digest ; 
They smile at piety ; yet boast aloud 
Grood will to men ; nor know they striye to part 
What nature joins ; and thus confute themselrei. 
With piety begins all good on earth : 
Tis the first-bom of rationality. 
Conscience, her first law broken, wounded lies; 
Enfeebled, lifeless, impotent to good ; 
A feign'd affection bounds her utmost. power* 
Some we cant love, but for the Almighty'b 
A foe to GrOD, was ne'er true friend to man* 
Some sinister intent taints all he does ; 
And, in hii kindeat acUotna^Y^^ xnsAn&Au 
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On piety, humanity is built ; 
And, on humanity, much happiness ; 
And yet still more on' piety itself. 
A soul in commerce with her God, is heayen ; 
Feels not the tumults and the shocks of life. 
The whirls of passion, and the strokes of heart 
A Deity belicTed, is joy be^n ; 
A Dei^ adored, is joy advanced ; 
A Deity beloved, is joy matured. 
Each branch of piefy delight inspires : 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next^' 
O'er death's dark g^ulf, and all its horror hides : 
Praise, the sweet exhalation of our joy. 
That joy exalts, and makes it sweeter still : 
Prayer ardent opens heaven, lets down a stream 
Of glory on the consecrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
Who worships the Great God, that instant joins 
The first in heaven, and sets his foot on hell. 

LoREif zo ! when wast thou at church before ? 
Thou think'st the service long : but is it just ? 
Though just, unwelcome : thou hadst rather tread ^ 
Unhallow'd ground ; the muse, to win thine ear, 
Must take an air less solemn. She complies. 
Good conscience ! at the sound the world retires ; 
Verse disafifects it, and Lorenzo smiles : 
Tet has she her seraglio full of charms ; 
And such as zjge shall heighten, not impain 
Art thou dejected ? Is thy mind o'ercast? 
Amid her fair ones, thou the fairest choose, 
To chase thy gloom. — " Go, fix some weighty truth; 
Chain down some passion ; do some genero^\ ^gan^N 
Teach ignorance to see, ox gxvei \.o ^xcSl^s 
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Correct thy friend : befriend thj {greatest foe; 
Or with warm hearti and confidence divine, 
Springup,and lay strong^ hold on Him who made tfaee-* 
Thy gloom is scatterM, sprightly spirits .flow ; 
Though witherM is thy vine, and harp unstrung^. 

Dost call the bowl, the yiol, and the dance, 
Loud mirth, mad laughter ? Wretched comfortexs 
Physicians ! more Ihan half of thy disease. 
Laughter, though never censured yet as sin 
(Pardon a thought that only seems severe,) 
If Ealf-immortal. Is it much indulged ? 
By venting spleen, or dissipating thought. 

It shows a scomer, or it makes a fool; 

And sins, as hurting others, or ourselves. 

^is pride, or emptiness, applies the straw. 

That tickles little minds to mirth effuse ; 

Of grief approaching, the portentous sign ! 

The house of laughter makes a house of woe. 

A man triumphant is a monstrous sight ; 

A man dejected is a sight as mean. 

What cause for triumph, where such ills abound ? 

What for dejection, where presides a Power, 

Who calPs us into being to be bless'd ? 

So grieve, as conscious, grief may rise to joy ; 

So joy as conscious, joy to grief may fell. 

Most true, a wise man never will be sad ; 

But neither will sonorous, bubbling mirth, 

A shallow stream of happiness betray: 

Too happy to be sportive, he's serene. 
Yet wouldst thou laugh (but at thy own expense,) 

This counsel strange should I presunic to give — 

** Betire, and read Ihy BVVAe, \o \i^ ^w. j ." 
There truths abound of aovetev^ti ^\^ vvi Ajsj-asc^x 



All ! do not prize them less, because inspired, 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If not inspired, thai ^^.'^gnant page had stood. 
Time's treasure, and the wonder of the wise ! 
Thou think'st, perhaps, thy soul alone at stake; 
Alas I-^should men fiasiake thee for a fool ; 
What man of taste for fi^nius, wisdom, truth, 
Tlioug^h tender of thy fame, could interpose? 
Believe me, sense, here, acts a double part, 
And the true critic is a Christian too. 

But these, thou think'st, are glooq^y paths to joy v-> 
True joy in sunshine ne'er wsts found at first; 
T^y, first, themselves offend, who greatly please; 
And travel only gives us sound repose. 
Heaven sells all pleasure ; effort is the price : 
The joys of conquest, are the joys of man; 
And glory the victorious laurel spreads 
O'er pleasure's pure, perpetual, placid stream* 

There is a tinne. when toil must be prefen'd, 
Or joy, by mis-timed fondness, h undone* 
A man of pleasure, is a m? a en pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bless'd. 
False joys, indeed, are bom from want of thou^t; 
From thought's full bent, and energy, the true; 
And that demands a mind in equal poise. 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only speaks small happiness. 
But happiness that shortly must expire. 
Can joy, unbottom'd in reflection, stand ? 
And, in a tempest, can reflection live f 
Can joy, like thine, secure itself an hour? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unshockU? 
Or ope the door to honest DOYerty ^ 

20 
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Or talk with threatening^ death, and not tarn paid? 

In such a world, and such a nature, these 

Are needful fundamentals of delight ; 

These fundamentals give delight indeed; 

Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 

Delight, unshaken, masculine, divine; 

A constant, and a sound, but serious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of severity 
It is : — yet far my doctrine from severe. 
** Rejoice for ever:" it becomes a man ; 
Exalts, and sets him nearer to the gods. 
** Rejoice for ever !" nature cries, '* Rejoica ;* 
And drinks to man in her nectareous cupi 
M ix^d up of delicates for every sense ; 
To the great Founder of the bounteous feast. 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praise ; 
And he that will not pledge her, is a churL 
111 firmly to support, good fully taste, 
Is the whole science of felicity. 
Yet sparing pledge : her bowl is not the best 
Mankind can boast. — " A rational repast ; 
Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 
A military discipline of thought. 
To foil temptation in the doubtful field ; 
And ever-waking ardour for the right.** 
*Tis these, first, give, Uien guard, a cheerful heart. 
Nought that is right, think little ; well aware. 
What reason bids, God bids ; by His command 
How aggrandized, the smallest thing we do ! 
Thus, nothing is insipid to the wise: 
To thee, insipid all, but what is mad ; 
Joys seasoned high, and tasting strong of guilt. 

" Mad / (thou repUeisl, mV^v \ii<\\^'^tion. ^rei^ 



Of ancient sages proud to tread the steps, 
I follow nature.^ — ^Follow nature still, 
But look it be thine own. Is conscience, then. 
No part of nature ? Is she not supreme ? 
Thou regicide ! O raise her from the deadt 
Then, follow nature ; and resemble Goo. 

When, spite of conscience, pleasure is pursued) 
Man^s nature is unnaturally pleased : 
And what% unnatural, is painful too 
At intervals, and must disgust e^en thee ! 
The fact thou kno^'^st ; but not, perhaps, the cause. 
Virtue^ foundations with the world's were laid ; 
Heaven mix'd her with our make, and twisted close 
Her sacred interests with the strings of life. 
Who breaks her awful mandate, shocks himsdU^ 
His better self: and is it greater pain, | 

Our soul should murmur, or our dust repine? j 

And one, in their eternal war, must bleed. 

If one must suffer, which should least be spared ? . ^ 
The pains of mind surpass the pains of sense: 
Ask, then, the gout, what torment is in g^t. 
The joys of sense to mental joys are mean : 
Sense on the present only feeds ; the soul 
On past, and future, forages for joy. 
Tis hers, by retrospect, through time to range; 
And forward time^ great sequel to surrey. 
Could human courts take vengeance on-^e miad. 
Axes might rust, and racks, and gibbets, &11: 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the rest to fate* 

LozENZo ! wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lured by the beating of his pulse, to list 
With every lust, that wars against Va&^^«mq^ 
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And setB him quite at Tmriaiioe wfOi liiweUl. 

Thyself first, know; then lore : a self ^bere it 

Of yirtoe fond, that kindles at her chaims. l 

A self there is, as fond of ereij Yice» 

While erery virtue wounds it to the hearts 

Homilily degprades it, justice rohs, 

BlessM hounly beggars it, fair truth betngf% 

And godlike magnanimity destroys. 

This self, when rival to tiie former, acorn t 

When^ot in competition, kmdly treat. 

Defend it, feed it :*^at when Tirtne bida. 

Toss it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 

And why ? ^is love of pleasure bids thee bleods 

Comply, or own self-love extinct, or blind. 

For ffhat is vice ? Self-love in a mistake » 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. f 

And virtue, what ? *Tis self-love in her wits. 
Quite skilful in the market of delight. 
Self-love^ good sense is love of that dread Powar^ 
From whom herself, and all she can enjoy. 
Other self-love is but disguised self-hate ; 
More mortal than the malice of our foes; 
A self-hate, now, scarce felt ; then felt full sore. 
When being, cursed ; extinction, loud implored ; 
And every thing preferr'd to what we are. 

Yet this self-love Lorekzo makes his choicer 
And, in this choice triumphant, boasts of joy. 
How is his want of happiness betray^. 
By disaffection to the present hour 
Imagination wanders far afield: 
The future pleases: why? The present 
** But that's a secret." Yes, which all men 
And know fixxn thee, ^sco^er^ unawarw. 
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Thy ceaseless dotation, restless roll 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pause; 
What is it ?— 'Tis the cradle of the soul, 
From instinct sent, to rock her in disease, 
Which her phj8ician,^ason, Ti^ill not cure* 
A poor expedient ! yet thy best ; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo^s wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies ; the wise hare joys. 
Superior wisdom is superioi bliss. 
And what sure mark distinguishes the wise ? 
Consistent wisdom ever wills the same * 
Thy fickle wish is ever on the wing. 
Sick of herself, is folly's character ; 
As wisdom's is, a modest self-applause. 
A change of evils is thy g^od supreme ; 
Nor, but in motion, canst thou find thy rest. 
Man's greatest strength is shown in standing stilL 
The first sure symptom of a mind in health. 
Is rest of heart, and pleasure felt at home. 
False pleasure from abroad her joys imports; 
Rich]^from within, and self-sustain'd, the true. 
The true is fix'/^, and solid as a rock ; 
Slippery the false, and tossing as the wave. 
This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain ; 
That, like the fabled, self-enamour'd boy. 
Home-contemplation her supreme delight : ^ 
She dreads an interruption from without, 
Smit with her own condition ; and the more 
Intense she gazes, still it charms the more. 

No man is happy, till he thinks on earth 
There breathes not a more happy than himself t 
Then envy dies, and love o'erflows oti ^\ 
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And lore overflowing, makes an angel here. 
Such angels, all, entitled to repose 
On Him who goyems fate. Though tempest Grawm^ 
Though nature shakes, how soft to lean on HeaY«il 
To lean on Him, on whom archangels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and silent as the grave. 
They statid, collecting every heam of thought, 
TiU their hearts kindle with divine delight z 
For all their thoughts, like angels seen of old 
In Israelis dream, come from, and go to, heaven 
Hence, are they studious of sequestered scenes ; 
While noise, and dissipation, comfort thee. 

Were all men happy, revellings would cease. 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
Lorenzo ! never man was truly hless^d, 
But it composed, and gave him such a cast. 
As folly might mistake for want of joy. 
A cast unUke the triumph of the proud ; 
A modest aspect, and a smile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philander's spring ! 
A spring perennial, rising in the hreast. 
And permanent as pure ! no turbid stream 
Of rapturous exultation, swelling high ; 
Which, like land floods, impetuous pour awhile^ 
Then sink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who transient joy prefers? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the stream f 

Vain are all sudden sallies of delight ; 
Convulsions of a weak, distemper'd joy. 
Joy's a fix'd state ; a tenure, not a start. 
Bliss there is none, but unprecarious bliss ; 
That is the gem : sell all, and purchase that* 
Why go a begging to conlVnigetwiVe^, 
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Not gained with ease, nor safely lored, if gainM? 
At good fortuitoas, draw back, and pause ; 
Suspect it : what thou canst ensure, enjoy ; 
And nought but what thou girest thyself, is sore* 
Reason perpetuates joy that reason gives, 
And makes it as immortal as herself: 
To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 

Worth, conscious worth ! should absolutely reig^; 
And other joys ask leave for their approach; 
Nor, unexamined, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy ; a moo of joys 
Wage war, and perish in intestine broils : 
Not the least promise of internal peade ! 
No bosom comfort, or unborrowed bliss ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; all outward-bound, 
'Mid sands, and rocks, and storms to cruise for pleasure; 
If g^in'd, dear bought; and better missed than gained* 
Much pain must expiate, what much pain procured* 
Fancy, and sense, from an infected shore 
Thy cargo bring ; and pestilence the prize. 
Then, such thy thirst, (insatiable thirst ! 
By fond indulgence but inflamed the more !] 
Fancy still cruises, when poor sense is tired. 

Imagination is the Paphian shop. 
Where feeble happiness, like Vulcan, lame. 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recess, 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires,) 
With wanton art, those fatal arrows form. 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 
Wouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there are, 
On angel wing descending from above, 
Which these, with art divine, would counterwori^ 
And form celestial armour for thy peace. 
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In tbis 18 seen imagination^ guilt : 
But who can connt her follies ? She betrays the^p 
To think in grandeur there is something great. 
For works of curious art, and ancient feme. 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly painM ; 
And foreign climes must cater for thy taste. 
Hence, what disaster ! — Though the price was paid. 
That persecuting priest, the Turk of Rome, 
Whose foot (ye gods !) though cloyen, must be kias^ 
Detain^ thy dinner on the Latian shore ; 
(Such is the fate of honest Protestants !) 
And poor magnificence is starved to death. 
Hence just resentment, indignation, ire ! — 
Be pacified : if outward things are g^at, 
'Tis magnanimity great things to scorn ; 
Pompous expenses, and parades august. 
And courts, t!iat insalubrious soil to peace. 
True happiness ne'er entcr'd at an eye : 
True happiness resides in things unsecil. 
No smiles of fortune ever bless'd tlie bad, 
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys ; 
That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : 
So tell his Holiness, and be revenged. 

Pleasure, we both agree, is man's chief g^obd : 
Our only contest, what deserves the name. 
Give pleasure's name to nought, but what has passM 
Th' authentic seal of reason (which, like Yorkb, 
Demurs on what it passes,) and defies 
The tooth of time ; when past, a pleasure still } 
Dearc r on trial, lovelier for its age, 
And doubly to be prized, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our present, joy. 
Some joys the future overcast ; and some 
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Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tonib* 
Some joys endear eternity ; some g^ve 
Abhorred annihilation dreadful charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 
Consult thy whole existence, and be safe: 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the lesson, though ray lecture long: 
Be good — nnd let TT(?r.vcn aaswer for the rest. 

Yet, with a sigh o'er all mankind, I grant. 
In this our day of pronf, our land of hope, 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day. 
But never conquer : e'en the best must own 
Patience, and resignation, are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, these* 
But those of Seth not more remote from thee. 
Till this heroic lesson thou hast leam'd. 
To frown at pleasure, and to smile in pain. 
Fired at the prospect of unclouded bliss, 
Heaven in reversion, like the sun, as yet 
Beneath th' horizon, cheers us in thp. world : 
It sheds, on souls susceptible of ligh«, 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

^ This (says Lorenzo] is a fair harangue : 
But, can harangues blow back strong nature's streams 
Or stem the tide Heaven pushes through our veins, 
Which sweeps away man's impotent resolves. 
And lays his labour ISVfl with the world ?" 

Themselves men make their comment on mankindi 
And think nought is, but what they find at homei 
Thus, weakness to chimsera turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the muse prescribed. 
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*AboYe, liOREvzo saw the man of earOi, 

The mortal man ; and wretched was the siglitt 

To balance that, to comfort, and exalt. 

Now see the man imrjiortal : him, I mean. 

Who lives as such ; whose heart, full bent on hcaveB, 

Leans all that way, his bias to the stars. 

The world^s dark shades, in contrast set, shall raiia 

His lustre more ; though bright, without a loil : 

Observe his awful portrait, and admire ; 

Nor stop at wonder : imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my ;« ncil, while I dnW} 
What nothing less than angel can exceed, 
A man on earth devoted to the skies ; 
Like ships in sea, while in, above the w&iid* 

With aspect mild, and elevated eye. 
Behold him seated on a mount serene, 
Above the fogs of sense, and passion's btcvm 
All the black cares, and tumultsj of this hie. 
Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet. 
Excite his pity, not impair nis peace. 
Earth's genuine sons, the sceptred, and the slarei 
A mingled mob ! a wandenng herd ! he sees. 
Bewildered in the vale ; in ad unlike ! 
His full reverse in all ! What higher praise f 
What stronger demonstration of the right ? 

The present, all their care ; the future, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want. 
They give to fame ; his bounty he conceals. 
Their virtues varnish nature; his, exalt. 
Mankind^ esteem they court ; and he, hia 
Theirs, the wild chase of false felicities , 

• In Sl WmeT Nl^ht. 
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His, the composed possession of the true. 
Alike throughout is his consistent peace ; 
All of one colour, and an even t ireaw ; 
While partj-colourM shreds of happiness, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman^s robe ; each puff of fortune blows 
The tatters by, and shows their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes than theirs. Where thejr 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity : 
What makes them only smile, makes him adore. 
Where they see mountains, he but atoms sees t 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terrestrial worship, as dirine ; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as dustj 
Tliat dims his sight, and shortens his sunrey. 
Which longs, in infinite, to lose all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate,) 
He lays aside, to find his dignity : 
• No dignity they find in aught besides. 
They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man^s real glory,] proud of an eclipse. 
Himself too much he prizes to be proud. 
And nothing thinks so great in man, as man. 
Too dear he holds his interest, to neglect 
Another^s welfare, or his right invade : 
Their interest, like a lion, lives on prey. 
They kindle at the shadow of a wrong: 
Wrong he sustains with temper, looks on heaven. 
Nor stoops to think his injurer his foe ; 
Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace* 
A covered heart their character defends ; 
A covered heart denies him half his praise* 
With nakedness his innocenoe a:g;cQ«k\ 
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While their broad foliage testifies their &XL 
Their no joyo end, where his full feast begins | 
His joys create, theirs murder, future bliss. 
To triumph in existence, his alone ; 
And his alone, triumphantly to think 
His true existence is not yet begun. 
His glorious course was, yesterday, complete ; 
Death, then, was welcome ; yet life still is svreet. 

But nothing charms Lobenzo, like the firm. 
Undaunted breast — ^And whose is that high praise f 
They yield to pleasure, tLough they danger bra.Te» 
And show no fortitude, but in tlie field : 
If there they show it, ^tia for glory shown 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearti* 
A cordial his sustains, that cannot fail : 
By pleasure unsubdued, unbroke by pain. 
He shares i;i that Omnipotence he trusts ; 
All bearing, all attempting, till he falls ; 
And when he falls, writes Vici on his shield : 
From magnanimity, all fear above ; 
From nobler recompense, above applause ; 
Which owes to man^s short out-look all its charms* 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries, — " Where shines this miracle? 
From what root rises this immortal man ?^ 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo^s ground ; 
The root dissect, nor wonder at the flower. 

He follows nature (not like thee,'''] and shows iw 
An uninverted system of a man. 
His appetite wears reason^s golden chain. 
And finds, in due restraint, its luxury. 

• See pm»e%l>VvTx«lA% 



virtue's apologt. S41 

His passion, like an eagle well reclaimed, 

Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. 

Patient his hope, unanxious is his care, 

His caution fearless, and his grief (if g^f 

The gods ordain] a stranger to despair. 

And why ? — ^Because affection, more than meet^ 

His visdom leaves not disengaged from heaven. 

Those secondary goods that smile on earth. 

He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 

They most the world enjoy, who least admire. 

His understanding ^apes the common cloud 

Of fumes, arising from a boiling breast. 

Hin head is clear, because his heart is cool. 

By worldly competitions uninflamed. 

The moderate movements of his soul admit 

Distinct ideas, and matured debate. 

An eye impartial, and an even scale ; 

Whence judgment sound, and unrepenting choioe 

Thus, in a double sense, the good are wise ; 

On its own dunghill, wiser than the world. 

What, then, the world ? It must be doubly weak; 

Strange truth ! as soon would they believe their creed 

Yet thus it is ; nor otherwise can be : 
So far from aught romantic, what I sing. 
Bliss has no being, virtue has no strength, 
But fr jm the prospect of immortal life. 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs just the same) 
Who care no further, must prize what it yields ; 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 
Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admiral 
He can't a foe, though most malignant, hate. 
Because that hate would prove his greater fo6k 
fFis hard for them (yet who so loudly boail 
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Grood will to men ?] to lore their dearest fnend : 
For, may not he inyade their good supreme, \ 

Where the least jealousy turns love to gall ? '\ 

All shines to them, that for a season shines : I 

Each act, each thought, he questions, << What Hi J 

weight, r 

Its colour what, a thousand ages hence ? i 

And what it there appears, he deems it now* 
Hence, pure are the recesses of his soul. 
The godlike man has nothing to conceaL 
His virtue, constitutionally deep, 
Has habit's ^mness, and affection's flame: 
Angels, allied, descend to feed the fire ; 
And death, which others slays, makes him a god 

And now, Lorenzo, bigot of this world ! 
Wont to disdain poor bigots caught by Heaven ! 
Stand by thy scorn, and be reduced to nought: 
For what art thou ? — Thou boaster ! while thy glam» 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth. 
Like a broad mist, at distance, strikes us most; 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach. 
Swells more, and rises nearer to tiie skies. 
By promise, now, and, by possession, soon 
(Too soon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 

From this thy just annihilation rise, 
Lorenzo ! rise to something, by reply. 
The world, thy client, listens, and expects ; 
And long^ to crown thee with immor^ praise. 
Canst thou be silent ? No ; for wit is thine ; 
And wit talks most, when least she has to saj. 
And reason interrupts not her career. 
Sbe'U say-— That mists abo\€i lYie moTintains riaei 
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And, with a thousand pleasantries, amuse : 
Slie'll sparkle, puzzle, flutter, rise a dust, 
And fly conyiction, in the dust she raised. 

Wit, how delicious to man^s dainty taste ! 
Tis precious, as the vehicle of sense ; 
But, as its substitute, a <lire disease. 
Pernicious talent ! flatter'd by the world, i 

By the blind world, wliich thinks the talent me» 
Wisdom is rare, Lorenzo ! wit abounds : 
Passion can give it ; sometimes wine inspires 
The lucky lash ; and madness rarely fails. 
Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs. 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy renown, 'twere well was this the worst; 
Chance often hits it ; and, to pique thee more. 
See, dulness, blundering on vivacities, 
Shakes her sage head at the calamity. 
Which has exposed, and let her down to thee* 
But wisdom, awful wisdom ! which inspects, 
Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the last ; 
How rare ! In senates, synods, sought in vainr; 
Or, if there found, 'tis sacred to the few; 
While a lewd prostitute to multitudes, 
Frequent, as fatal, wit. In civil life, 
Wit makes an enterprizer ; sense, a man: 
Wit hates authority ; commotion loves, 
And thinks herself the lightning of the storm. 
In states, 'tis dangerous ; in religion, death. 
Shall wit turn Christian, when the doll belie?6 f 
Sense is our helmet, wit is but the plume ; 
The plume exposes, 'tis our helmersaves. 
Sense is the diamond, weighty^ «o^> vsaxA'* 
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When cut by wit, it casts a brighter oeam ; 

Tet, wit apart, it is a diamond still. 

Wit, widowed of g^ood sense, is worse than nought 

It hoists more sail to run ag^ainst a rock. 

Thus, a half-CH£8T£RFiELD is, quite a fool; 

Whom dull fools scorn, and bless their want of wit. 

How ruinous the rock I warn thee shnn, 
Where Sirens sit, to sing thee to thy fate ! 
A joy, in which our reason bears no part, 
Is but a sorrow, tickling, ere it stingy. 
Let not the cooing^ of the world allure thee ; 
Which of her lovers ever found her true? 
Happy ! of this bad wor'd who little know ! — 
And yet, we much must know her, to be side. 
To know the world, not love her, is thy point : 
She gives but little, nor that little, long. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulse ; 
A dance of spirits, a mere froth of joy, 
Our thoughtless agitation's idle child. 
That mantles high, that sparkles, and expires. 
Leaving the soul more vapid than before ; 
An animal ovation ! such as holds 
No commerce with our reason, but subsists 
On juices, through the well-toned tubes well strain'di 
A nice machine ! scarce ever tuned aright; 
And when it jars — thy Sirens sing no more, 
Thy dance is done; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheosis !] beneath the man, 
In coward gloom immersed, or fell despair. 

Art thou yet dull enough despair to dread. 
And startle at destruction ? If Ihou art. 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 
A £eld of \iattle U this moTVa3LVd"ei\N 
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When dangfer threatens, lay it on thy heart ; 
A sing^le sentence, proof against the world : 
*' Soul, body, fortune ! every good pertaim 
To one of these: but prize not all alike : 
The goods of fortune to thy body's health. 
Body to soul, and soul submit to God.'* 
Wouldst thou build lasting happiness ? do this t 
Th' inverted pyramid can never stand. 

Is this truth doubtful ? It outshines the sun ; 
Nay, the sun shines not, but to show us thb, 
The single lesson of mankind on earth. 
And yet — ^Yet, what? No news! mankind is mad I 
Such mighty numbers list against the right, 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, achieve!) 
They talk themselves to something like belief, 
That all earth's joys are theirs : as Athens' fool 
Grinn'd from the port, on every sail his own. 

They grin ; but wherefore ? and how long the lao^? 
Half ignorance, their mirth ; and half, a lie : 
To cheat the world, and cheat themselves, they smile* 
Hard either task! The most abandon'd own, 
That others, if ^bandon'd, are undone: 
Then, for themselves, the mon^nt reason wakes 
(And Providence denies it long repoie,) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They scarce can swallow their ebullient spleen. 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce, 
And pump sad laughter till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I say ? Some cannot sit it out ; 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
And show us what their joy, by their despair. 

The clotted hair ! gored breast ! bla&^\x<sicsfiCD%^5^^'^ 
Its impious fiiry still a\x?e m dedip^iX 
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Sbtt, shut the shocking scenes. — Bat Heaven aemei 

A cover to such g^t ; and so should man. 

Look round, Lorenzo ! see the reeking blade, 

Th^ envenomed phial, and the fatal ball ; 

The strangling cord, and soffocating stream ; 

The loathsome rottenness, and fool decays 

From raging riot, (slower suicides!) 

And pride in these, more execrable still ! 

How horrid all to thought! — ^but horrors, these. 

That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble song. 

From vice, «ense, fancy, no man can be bless^ t 
Bliss is too great, to lodge within an hour. 
When an immortal being aims at bliss. 
Duration is essential to the r.ame. 
O for a joy from reason I joy from that. 
Which makes man, man ; and, exercised aright, 
Will make him more : a bounteous joy ! that gives, 
And promises ; that weaves, with art divine. 
The richest prospect into present peace : 
A joy ambitious ! joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their greater far : 
A joy hiffh-privileged from chance, time, death ! 
A joy, which death shall double, judgment crown ! 
Crown'd higher, and still higher, at each stage. 
Through bless'd eternity's long day ; yet still, 
Not more remote from sorrow, than from Him, 
Whose lavish hand, whose love stupendous, pours 
So much of Deity on guilty dust. 
There, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there. 
Where, not thy presence can improve my bliss 

Affects not this the sages of the world ? 
Can nought affect them, but what fools them too ? 
Etemiij, dependinc ot^aixYvo^xs 
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Makes senons thought man^s wisdom, joy, and praise* 
IN or need you blush (though sometimes jonr designs 
May shun the light) at your designs on heaynn : 
Sole point ! where over-bashM is your blaiD<)« 
Are you not wise ? — You know you are ; yei hear 
One truth, amid your numerous schemes, mislaid. 
Or orerlookM, or thrown aside, if seen : 
*' Our schemes to plan by this world, or the next^ 
Is the sole difference between wise, and fool.*' 
All worthy men will weigh you in this scale ; 
Wliat wonder, then, if they pronounce you light? 
Is their esteem alone not worth your care ? 
Accept my simple scheme of common sense; 
Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds your awiL 

The world replies not ; — ^but the world persists ; 
And puts the cause off to the longest day, 
Planning evasions for the day of doom. 
So far, at that re-bearing, from redress, 
They then turn witnesses against themselres. 
Hear that, Lorsnzo ! nor be wise to-morrow t 
Haste, haste ! A man, by nature, is in haste ; 
For who shall answer for another hour ? 
'Tis highly prudent to make one sure friend; 
And that thou canst not do, this side the skies. 

Ye sons of earth ! (nor willing to be more !) 
Since rerse you think from priestcraft somewhat finee, 
Thus, in an age bo gay, the muse plain truths 
(Truths, which, at church, yon roiglit hare beard in 

prose,) 
Has rentured into light ; well {leased the yerae 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain ; 
And crown her with your welfare, not your ^tvbi^ 
But nraise she need not feai \ \ «efe xws ^Vfe\ 
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And headknig^ leap, like Cuktiub, down the gvHL 
8ince manj an ample Tolume, migfhty tome, 
Must die ; and die unwept; O thou minute, 
Deroted page ! go forth among thy foes ; 
Go, noUy proud of martyrdom for truth. 
And & a doable death. Mankind incensed. 
Denies thee kmg to lire : mor shalt thou rest. 
When thou art dead : in Stygian shades arr&igfnM 
By LnciTEU, as traitor to his throne ; 
And bold blasphemer of his friend, — ^the World : 
The world, whose legions cost him slender pay. 
And volunteers around his banner swarm : 
Prudent, as Prussia, in her zeal for Gaxti*. 

<* Are all, then, fools?'* Lorenzo cries. — Yes, aD, 
But such as hold this dobtrine (new to thee 
" The mother of true wisdom, is the will :** 
The noblest intellect, a fool without it. 
World-wisdom much has done, and more may do. 
In arts and sciences, in wars and peace : 
But art and science, like thy wealth, will leaye theet 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
Thfs is the most indulgence can afford ; — 
*' Thy wisdom all can do, but — make thee wise* 
Nor think this censure is seyere on thee : 
Satan, thy master, I dare call a dunce* 



Might the ninth and last. 

THE 

CONSOLATION. 

CONTAINTNO, AMONG OTHER THINGS, 

I. A MORAL SURVEY OF THE NOCTURNAL HEAYXN8. 
IL A NIOHT-ADDRESB TO THE DEITT. 



- HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, 

ONE 09 HIS MAJESTT^S PRINCIPAL 8ECIUBTARIE8 OF 

STATE. 



M.»*.*.*Fatis contraria fata rependens.— Ftyy; 



As when a traveller, a long day past 
In painful search of what he cannot find, 
At night's approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, awhile, his labour lost ; 
Then cheers his heart with what his fate affordl. 
And chants his sonnet to deceive the time. 
Till the due season calls him to repose : 
Thus I, long travelled in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the rest, the giddy maze. 
Where disappointrpent smiles at hope^ career* 
Warn'd by the languor of life's eNeoM^gpKw:^^ 
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At length have housed me in an humble shed ; 

Where, future wandering banished from my though* 

And waiting, patient, the sweet hour of rest, 

I chase the moments with a serious song. 

Song sooths our pains ; and age has pains to sooth. 

When age, care, crime, and friends embraced at 
heart, 
Tom from my bleeding breast, and deaths dark shade. 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th* ethereal firet 
Canst thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more ? 
One labour more indulge ! then sleep, my strain ! 
Till, haply, waked by Raphael's golden lyre. 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and sorrow ceaaa} 
To bear a part in everlasting lays ; 
Though far, far higher set, in aim, I trust, 
Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the muse asserted pleasures pure, 
Like those above ; exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was urged, Lorenzo ! fairly weign ; 
A.nd tell me, hast thou cause to triumph still ? 
I tkink. thou wilt forbear a boast so bold. 
But if, beneath the lavour of mistake. 
Thy smile 's sincere : not more sincere can be 
Lorenzo's smile, than my compassion for him. 
The sick in body call for aid ; the sick 
In mind are covetous of more disease ; 
And when at worst, tlicy dream themselves quite welL 
To know ourselves diseased, is half our cure. 
When nature's blush by custom is wiped off. 
And conscience^dcaden'd by repeated strokes. 
Has into manners naturalized our crimes ; 
The curse of curses is, our curse to love ; 
To triumoh in the \Aackxs«8a o^ wit ^gisiU 
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As Indians glory in the deepest jet,) 

And throw aside our senses with our peace. 

But, grant no guilt, nq ?hame, no least alloy » 
Grant joy and glory quite unsullied shone ; 
Tet, still, it ill deserves LoRENZo'a heart 
No joy, no glory, glitters in thy sight. 
But, through the thin partition of an hour, 
I see its sables wove by destiny ; 
And that in sorrow buried ; this, in shame ; 
While howling furies ring the doleful knell ; 
And conscience, now so soft thou scarce canst hear 
Her whisper, echoes her eternal peal. 

Where, the prinie actors of the last yearns scene ; 
Their port so proud, their buskin, and their plume ? 
How many sleep, who kept the world awake 
With lustre, and with noise ! Has death proclaim^ 
A truce, and hung his sated lance on high? 
Tis brandish'd still ; nor shall the present year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
br spread of feeble life a thinner falL 

But needless monuments to wake the thought; 
Life's gayest scenes speak man's mortality ; 
Though in a style more florid, full as plain. 
As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 
What are our noblest ornaments, but deaths 
Tum'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble. 
The well-stain'd canvass, or the featured stone? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the scene: 
Joy peoples her payilion from the dead. 

'* Profest dirersions ! cannot these escape ?^ 
Far from it : these present us with a shroud ; 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave 
As some t)old plunderers, for \mv%dL -weaVSci* 
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We ransack tombs for pastime ; firom the dmt 
Call up the sleeping hero ; bid him tread 
The scene for our amusement : how like gods 
We sit ; and, wrapt in immortality. 
Shed ^nerous tears on wretches bom to die; 
Their fate deploring, to forget'our own ! 

What, all tiie po.nps and triumphs of our liyes. 
But legacies in blossom ? Our lean soil. 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in canities. 
From friends interr'd beneath ; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead : 
Like other worms, shall we crawl on, nor know 
Our present frailties, or approacltfiig fate ? 

Lorenzo .' such the glories of the world! 
What is the world itself^ thy world ? — ^A gpraye ! 
Where is the dust that has not been alive ? 
The spade, the plough, disturb our ancestors; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow surface shakes, 
And is the ceiling of her sleeping sons. 
O'er devastation we blind revels keep ; 
While buried towns support the dancer's heel. 
The moist of human frame the sun exhales ; 
Winds scatter, through the mighty void, the dry; 
Earth repossesses part of what she gave. 
And the freed spirit mounts on wing^ of fire ; 
Each element partakes our scatter'd spoils ; 
As nature, wide, our ruins spread : man's death 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 

Nor man alone ; his breathing bust expires, 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die. AVhere now, 
The Roman? Greek? They stalk, an emptv naine! 
Yet few regard them \xi iSdas w»eS.\3\\v^\. 
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Though half our learning' is their epitaph. 

When down thy vale, unlock'd by midnight thought. 

That loves to wander in thy sunless realms, 

death ! I stretch my view ; what visions rise! 
What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divine ! 

In wither'd laurels glide before my sight ! 

What lengths of far-famed ages, billow'd high 

W ith human agitation, roll along 

In unsubstantial images of air ! 

The melancholy ghosts of dead renown, 

Whispering faint echoes of tlie world's applause* 

With penitential aspect, as they pass. 

All point at earth, ^pd hiss at human pride, 

The wisdom of the wise, and prancings of the gfreat» 

But, O Lorenzo ! far the rest above, 
Of ghastly nature, and enormous size, 
One form assaults my sight, and chills my blood, 
And shakes my frame. Of one departed world 

1 see the mighty shadow : oozy wreath 

And dismal sea- weed crown her ; o'er her um 
Reclined, she weeps her desolated realms. 
And bloated sons ; and, weeping, prophecies 
Another's dissolution, soon, in flames. 
But, like Cassandra, prophecies in vain ; 
In vain, to many ? not, I trust, to thee. 

For, know'st thou not, or art thou loth to knovr. 
The great decree, the counsel of the skies ? 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful powers ! 
Prime ministers of Teng^eance ! chainM in caves 
Pistinct, apart the giant furies roar ; 
Apart ; or, such their horrid ra^e for ruin, 
In mutual conflict would they rise, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devcKVT^^ 
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But not for this, ordained their boundless rage: 
When Heayen^s inferior instmments of wrath. 
War, famine, pestilence, are found too weak 
To scourge a world for her enormous crimes. 
These are let loose, alternate : down tiiey rush. 
Swift and tempestuous, from th^ eternal throne. 
With irresistible commission arm'd. 
The world, in vain corrected, to destroy. 
And ease creation of the shocking scene. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo ! what depends on man ? 
The fate of nature ; as for man, her birth. 
Earth's actors change eartli's transitory scenes. 
And make creation groan with hu||»n guilt. 
How must it groan, in a new deluge whelmM, 
But not of waters ! At the destined hour. 
By the loud trumpet summoned to the charge. 
See, all the formidable sons of fire. 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 
Their various engines ; all at once disgoi^e 
Their blazing magazines *, 'and take, by storm. 
This poor terrestrial citade} of man. 

Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 
Out-bums Vesuvius ; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mass, as rivers once they pourM ; 
Stars rush ; and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her ploughshare o'er creation ! — ^while aloft, 
More than astonishment ! if more can be / 
Far other firmament than e'er was seen. 
Than e^er was thought by man ! far other stan I 
Stars animate, that govern these of fire ; 
Far other sun ! — A Sun, O how unlike 
The Babe at Bethlc'm ! how unli.ko the Mao, 
That groan'd on. Ca\v^T^ V— Yet He it is ; 
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That man of sorrows t O how changed ! What pomp I 
Ib grandeur terrible, alt heaven descends ! 
And g^ods, ambitious, triumph in bis train. 
A swift archangel, with his golden wing, 
As bolts and clouds, that darken and disgrace 
The scene divine, sweeps stars and suns aside. 
And now, all dross removed, heaven^s own pure day^ 
Full on the confines of our aether, flames : 
While (dreadful contrast !) far, how far beneath! 
Hell, bursting, belches forth her blazing seas, 
And storms sulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this scene ; the last 
In nature's course ; the first in wisdom's thought. 
This strikes, if aught can strike thee ; this awakes 
The most supine ; this snatches man from death. 
Rouse, rouse, Lorenzo, tlven, and follow me, 
Where truth the most momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my soul, and ardour wings her flight. 
I find my inspiration in my theme : 
The grandeur of my subject is my muse. 

At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peace, 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams ; 
To give more dread to man's most dreadful hour, 
At midnight. His presumed, this pomp will burst 
From tenfold darkness ; sudden as the spark 
From smitten steel ; from nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, starting from his couch, shall sleep no more ! 
The day is broke, which never more shall close ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all ! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes ! 
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire ! 
All nature stniggliog in the va.T\^ ol ^cn.^"^. 
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Dost thou not hear her ? Dost thoU not deplore 
Her strong conyulsions, and her final groan? 
Where are we now ? Ah me ! the gpround is gone. 
On which we stood: Lorenzo ! while thou may'st* 
Provide more firm support, or sink for ever ! 
Where? bow? from whence? Vain hope ! it is too latet 
Where, where, for shelter, shall the guilty fly. 
When consternation turns ttie good man pale ? 

Great day ! for which all other days were made ; 
For which earth rose from chaos, man from earth ; 
And an eternity, the date of gods, 
Descended on poor earth-created man ! 
Great day of dread, decision, and despair ! 
At thought of thee, each sublunary wish 
LiCts go its eager grasp, and drops the world ; 
And catches at each reed of hope in heaTen. 
At thought of thee ! — And art thou absent, then? 
LoREirzo ! no ; 'tis here ; it is begfun ; — 
Already is begun the grand assize. 
In thee, in all. Deputed conscience scales 
The dread tribunal, and forestalls our doom ; 
Forestalls ; and, by forestalling, proves it sure. 
Why on himself should man void judgment pass f 
Is idle nature laughing at her sons ? 
Who conscience sent, her sentence will support ; 
And GrOD above assert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court 
Heaven opens in their bosoms. But, how rare, 
A.h me ! that magnanimity, how rare ! 
What hero, like the man who stands himself; 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings^ 
Resolved to silence future murmurs thore ? 
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The coward flies ; and, fljiDg, is undone. 
(Art thou a coward ? No.) The coward flies ; 
Thinks, but thinks sligfatlj; asks, but fears to knows 
Asks, " What is truth ?" with Pilate ; and retiioi | 
Dissolres the court, and mingles with the throng: 
Assjlum sad ! from reason, hope, and heayen ! 
Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 
For that great day, which was ordained for man? 

day of consummation ! mark supreme 

(If men are wise) of human thought ! nor leasts 

Or in the sight of angels, or their Kino ! 

Angels, whose radiant circles, height o^er heigbt. 

Order o^er order, rising, blaze o'er blaze. 

As in a theatre, surround this scene, 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 

Angels look out for thee ; for thee, their LoaOy 

To vindicate his glory ; and for thee. 

Creation uniyersal calls aloud. 

To disinvolve the moral world, and give 

To nature's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whose fate, whose final fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought ? 

1 think of nothing else ; I see ! 1 feel it ! 

All nature, like an earthquake, trembling round ! 
All deities, like summer swarms, on wing ! 
All basking in the full meridian blaze f 
I see the Jxtdoe enthroned ! the flaming g^uard ! 
The volume open'd ! opened every heart ! 
A sunbeam pdnting out each secret Hiouglit t 
No patron ! intercessor none ! now past 
The sweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! 
For guOt no plea ! to pala no pause! no bound ! 
Inexorable, sdl! and all, extreme I 
R <2a * 
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Nor man alone ; the foe of God and many 
Froin his dark den, blaspheming, drags hia cham. 
And rears his brazen front, with thonder acanM; 
Keceiyes his sentence, and begins his hell. 
All vengeance past, now, seems abundant grace; 
Like meteors in a stormy skj, how roll 
His baleful eyes ! he curses whom he dreads ; 
And deems it the first moment of his fall. 

'Tis present to my thought ! — and yet, where is Af 
Angels canH tell me ; angels cannot guess 
The period ; from created beings lockM 
In darkness. But the process, and the place. 
Are less obscure ; for these may man inquire. 
Suy, thou great close of human hopes and feani 
Great key of hearts ! great finisher of fates ! 
Great end ! and great beginning4 say, where^rt thou 
Art thou in time, or in eternity ? 
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee. 
These, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Monarchs of all elapsed, or unarrired!) 
As in debate, how best their powers allied. 
May swell the grandeur, or discharge the wrath. 
Of Him, whom both their monarchies obey. 

Time, this rast fabric for him built (and doomVl 
With him to fall,) now bursting o'er his head ; 
His lamp, the sun, extinguished ; from beneath 
The frown of hideous darkness, calls his sons 
From their long slumber; from earth's heaving womb^ 
To second birth ; contemporary throng ! 
Rous'd at one call, upstarting from one bed 
Pressed in one crowd, appall'd with one amaze 
He turns them o'er, Eternity ! to thee. 
Then (aa a long dci^o&edL ^'sSl'^^ta Xa^^^ 



THE CONSOLATIOn. tfi9 

He falls on his own scythe ; nor falls alone ; 
His greatest foe falls with him : Time, and he 
Who murderM all time's offspring, Death, expire. 

Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone : 
Awful Eternity ! offended.queen ! 
And her resentment to mankind, how just ! 
W ith kind intent, soliciting access. 
How often has she knocked at human hearCs ! 
Rich to repay their hospitality ; 
How often callM ! and with Ihe voice of God ! 
Yet hore repulse, excluded as a cheat ! 
A dream I while foulest foes found welcome there! 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, hut her smile. 

For, lo! her twice ten thousand g^tes thrown wide. 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 
With banners streaming as the comet's blaze. 
And clarions, louder than the deep in storms, 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow. 
Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers^ 
Of light, of darkness ; in a middle field. 
Wide as creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral region! there to mark th' erent 
Of that great drama, whose preceding scenes 
DetainM them close spectators, through a leng^ 
Of ages, ripening to this grand result ; 
Ages, as yet unnumber'd, but by God; ^ 

Who, now, pronouncing sentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 

Eternity, the various sentence past, 
Assigns the sever'd throng distinct abodes, 
Sulphiureous, or ambrosial. What ensues ? 
The deed predominant! the deed of deeds! 
Which makes a hell of helV^ «L\xew«a ^>iR«»^»- 
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The goddess, with detennmed aspect, taiXM 

Her adamantine key^s enormous size 

Throogh destiny^ inextricable wards, 

Deep driving every bolt, on both their fates : 

Then, from the crystal bntUements of heaTen* 

Down, down she hurls it through the dark profiyand^ 

Ten thousand thousand fathom ; there to rust. 

And ne^er unlock her resolution more. 

The deep resounds; and hell, through all her gloomi^ 

Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 

O how unlike the chorus of the skies ! 
O how unlike tliose shouts of joy, that shake 
The whole ethereal ! How the concave rings ! 
Nor strange! when deities their voice exalt; 
And louder far, than when creation rose, 
To see creation^s godlike aim, and end. 
So well acOvimpUsh'd ! so dinnely closed ! 
To see the mighty Dramatist's last act 
(As meet,) in glory rising o'er the rest. 
No fancied god, a God, indeed, descends, 
To solve all knots ; to sti-ike the moral home; 
To throw full day on darkest scenes of time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praise. 
The charm'd spectators thunder their applause , 
And the vast void beyond, applause resound 

What then am I ? — 

Amidst appiauamg woildi| 
And worlds celestial, is there found on earth 
A peevish, dissonant, rebellious string, 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complaint f 
Censure on thee, Lorenzo, I suspend. 
And turn it on myaeVi; Yiow ^[re^VVj ^\i<&\ 
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AU, all is right, by God ordained or done : 

And who, but God, resumed the friends He gare? . 

And haye I been complaining, then, so long ? 

Complaining of his favours ; pain, and death? 

Who, without paints advice, would e'er be good ? 

Who, without death, but would be good in rain ? 

Pain is to save from pain ; all punishment, 

To make for peace ; and death, to save from death; 

And second death, to g^ard immortal life ; 

To rouse the careless, the presumptuous awe, 

And turn the tide of souls another way : 

By the same tenderness divine ordain'd, 

That planted Eden, and high-bloomM for man, 

A fairer Eden, endless, in the skies. 

Heaven gives us friends to bless the present soeM > 
Resumes them, to prepare us for the next. 
All evils natural are moral goods ; 
All discipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
None are unhappy : all have cause to smile, 
But such as to themselves that cause deny. 
Our faults are at tlie bottom of our pains ; 
Error, in act, or judgment, is the source 
Of endless sighs. We sin, or we mistake ; 
And nature tax, when false opinion stings. 
Let impious grief be banishM, joy indulged ; 
But chiefly then, when grief puts m her claim* 
Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays , 
Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy amidst iUs, corroborates, exalts • 
Tis joy and conquest ; joy and virtue too» 
A noble fortitude in ills, delights 
Heaven, earth, ourselves ; 'tis duty, glory, peac0. 
Affliction is the good maa's shining sci«\i^\ 
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Prosperity conceals his brightest ray : 

As night to stars, woe lustre giyes to man. 

Heroes in battle, pilots in the storm, 

And yirtae in calamities, admire. 

The crown of manhood is a winter-joy ; 

An evergreen, that stands the northern blast, 

And blossoms in the rigour of our fate. 

^Tis a prime part of happiness, to know 
How much unhappiness must prove our lot ; 
A part which few possess! I'll pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour^ 
Nor think it misery to be a man : 
Who thinks it is, shall neyer be a god. 
Some ills we wish for, w hen we wish to hve. Pogt ?" 

What spoke proud passion ? — " * Wish my being 
Presumptuous ! blasphemous ! absurd ! and false 
The triumph of my soul is, — That I am ; 
And therefore that I may be — What ? Lorenzo ! 
Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper still ; 
Unfathomably deep our treasure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity ! 
Ages, and ages, and succeeding still 
New ages, where this phantom of an hour. 
Which courts, each night, dull slumber, for repair 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praise. 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock ; 
And (if deserved,) by Heaven's redundant love^ 
A^ade half-adorable itself, adore ; 
And find, in adoration, endless joy! 
Where thou, not master of a moment here. 
Frail as the flower, and fleeting as the gale, 

• Kefemng to iVie ¥ ml'Kx^Vu 
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MayVt boast a whole eternity, enrich^ 

With all a kind Onmipotence can pour. 

Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninspired. 

Has erer yet conceived, or ever ^all. 

How kind is God, how ^eat (if good) is man* 

No man too largely from Heaven^s love can hope^ 

If, what is hoped, he labours to secure. 

nis ? — ^there are none : All-gracious ! none from Theei 
From man full many ! Numerous is the race 
Of blackest ills, and those immortal too, 
Begot by madness, on fair liberty ; 
Heaven^s daughter, hell-debauchM ! her hanfl alona 
Unlocks destruction to the sons of men. 
First barr'd by Thine ; high-wall'd with adamant^ 
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world. 
And covered with the thunders of Thy law ; 
Whose threats are mercies ; whose injunctions, gmdetp 
Assisting, not restraining, reason's choice; 
Whose sanctions, unavoidable results 
From n&tnre's course, indulgently revealM ; 
If unreveal'd more dangerous, nor less sure. 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his sons, 
*< Do this ; fly that" — ^nor always tells the caiiB« t 
Pleased to reward, as duty to his will, 
A conduct needful to their own repose. 

Great God of wonders ! (if, thy love survey^, 
Aught else the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are these, on which to build our trtist! 
Thy ways admit no blemish ; none I find ; 
Or this alone — ** That none is to be found.* 
Not one, to soften censure's hardy crime ; 
Not one, to palliate peevish griePs complamt. 
Who, like a dsomon, murm^riii^ (xoscol ^^ ^oaaX^ 
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Dares into jajgiaent call her Judge. — Supbxmb I 
For all I bleM thee ; most, finr the sereie ; 
* Her death — mj own at hand— the fieij g«]^ 
Tbat ffamSng boand of wrath omnipote&t ! 
It tfaonden ; — but it thuDders to preaerye ; 
It streDgthems what it strikes; its wholesome dreadl 
Arerts the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans 
Join heayen^ sweet hallelujahs in thy praise. 
Great Sonrce of good alone ! how kLod in all! 
In yengeance kind ! pain, death, Gehenna, soye. 

Tfaos in thy world material, mighty Mind ! 
Not tiiat akne which 8<4aces, and shines, 
Hie rongh and gloomy, challenges our praiaa 
The winter is as needful js the spring; 
The thonder, as the sun ; a stagnate mass 
Of ya^poars breeds a pestilential air : 
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
To naturc^s health, than purifying storms. 
The dread yolcano ministers to good : 
Its smotherM flames might undermine the woTku 
Loud iBtnas fulminate in love to man ! 
Comets good omens are, when duly scannM ; 
And, in. their use, eclipses learn to shine. 

Man is responsible for ills received ; 
Those we call wretched are a chosen band, 
Compelled to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my Ust of blessings iofinite. 
Stand tbis the foremost, « That ray heart has hlt^0 
rris Heayen^s last effort of good will to man : 
When pain can't bless, Heayen quits us in despair 
Who fails to grieye, when just occasion calk. 
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Or gprieyes too much, deserves not to be bless'U; 

Inhnman, or effeminate, his heart : 

Reason absolves the grief, which reason ends. 

May Heaven ne'er trust my friend with hftppin6a% 

Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 

By previous pain ; and made it safe to smile ! 

Such smiles are mine, and such may they remain; 

Nor hazard their extinction, from excess. 

My change of heart, a change of style demands ; 

The CoNSOLATioM cancels the Complautt, 

And makes a convert of my guilty song. 

As when overlaboured, and inclined to breathoi 
A panting traveller, some rising ground. 
Some small ascent, has gain'd, he turns him niundy 
And measures with his eye the various vale. 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has pass^; 
And, satiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
Endear'd by distance, nor affects more toil ; 
Thus I, though small, indeed, is that ascent 
The muse has gainM, review the paths she trod ; 
Various, extennve, beaten but by few ; 
And, conscicms of her prudence in repose. 
Pause; and wit' i pleasure meditate an end. 
Though still remote ; so fruitful is my theme 
Through many a field of moral and divine. 
The muse has strayM ; and much of sorrow seen 
In human ways ; and much of false and vain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can miss. 
O'er friends deceased full heartily she wept ; 
Of love divine tibie wonders she displayed ; 
Proved man immortal; show'd the source of joy; 
The gprand tribunal raised ; assign^ the bounds 
Of human fried in few, to close the KiVa:&s&> 
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The moral muse has shadowM out a sketch. 
Though not in form, nor with a RAFHAEL-stiokey 
Of most our weakness needs helioFe, or 60, 
In this our land of trayel, and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or prospect of the skies. 

What then remains ? — Much ! much ! a mighty debt 
To be discharged : these thoughts, O Night ! are tliines 
From thee they came, like lovers' secret sighs. 
While others slept So Cynthia (poets feign) 
In shadows veilM, soft sliding from her sphere^ 
Her shepherd cheered ; of her enamoured less. 
Than I of thee. — ^And art thou still unsung, 
Beneath whose brow, and bj whose aid, I sing ? 
Immortal silence ! — ^Where shall I begin ? 
Where end? or how steal^pusic from the spheres, 
To sooth their goddess ? 

O majestic Night ! 
Nature^s great ancestor ! Day's elder-bom ! 
And fated to survive the transient sun ! 
By mortals, and immortals, seen with awe ! 
A starry crown thy raven brow adorns, 
An azure zone, thy waist ; clouds, in heaven^ loom 
Wrought through varieties of shape and shade. 
In ample folds of drapeiy divine, 
Thy flowing mantle form ; and, heaven throughout 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature's most august. 
Inspiring aspect !) .claim a grateful verse ; 
And, like a sable curtain starr'd with gold. 
Drawn o'er my labours past, shall close the scenic 

And what, O man ! so worthy to be sung ? 
What more prepares us for the songs of heaven? 
CrendoDf of archangels v^ the theme ! 
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What, to be sung, so needful ? What so well 
Celestial joys prepare us to sustain ? 
The soul of man, His face designed to see, 
Who g^ye these wonders to be seen by man, 
Has here a preyious scene of objects gre^t, 
On which to dwell ; to stretch to that expanse 
Of thoag^ht, to rise to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe, 
And give her whole capacities that strength, 
Which best may qualify for final joy. 
The more oar spirits are enlarged on earth, 
The deeper draught shall they receive of heaven 
Heaven's Kino ! whose face unveil'd consummates 
bliss ; 
Redundant bliss ! which fills that mighty void. 
The whole creation leaves in human hearts ! 
Thou, who didst touch the lip of Jesse^s son, 
Wrapt in sweet'contemplation of these fires. 
And set his harp in concert with the spheres 
While of thy works material the supreme 
I dare attempt, assist my daring song : 
Loose me from earth^s enclosure, from the biib% 
Contracted circle set my heart at large ; 
Eliminate my spirit, give it range 
Through provinces of thought yet unexplored ; 
Teach me by this stupendous scaffolding, 
Creation^s golden steps, to climb to Thxb. 
Teach me with art great nature to control. 
And spread a lustre o'er the shades of night. 
Feel I thy kind assent ? and shall the sun 
Be seen at midnight, rising in my song? 

Lo&Bif zo ! come, and warm thee : thou whose hearti 
Whose little heart, ii moor'd withiw^xAK^ 
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Of this oDicare terrestrial, aDchor weig^. 
Another ocean calls, a nobler port ; 
I am thy pilot, I thy prosperous gale. 
Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main : 
Main, without tempest, pirate, rock, or shore ; 
And whence thou may^st import eternal wealth ; 
And leave to beggarM minds the pearl and gold. 
Thy travels dost thou boast o'er foreign realms? 
Thou stranger to the world ! thy tour begin ; 
Thy tour through nature^ uoiversal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at larg^. 
On soaring souls, that sail among the spheres ; 
And man how purblind, if unknown the whole ! 
Who circles spacious earth, then travels here, 
Shall own he never was from home before! 
Come, my Prometheus,* from thy pointed rock 
Of £aise ambitioaif unchaia'd, we^U mount; 
WeMi innocently, steal celestial fire. 
And kindle our devotion at the stars ; 
A theft, that shall not chain, but set thee free. 

Above our atmosphere's intestine wars. 
Rain's fountain-head, the magazine of hail ; 
Above the northern nests of feathered snows, 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning ; 'hove tlie caves 
Where infant tempests wait their growing wings. 
And tune their tender voices to that roar. 
Which soon, perhaps, shall shake a guilty world. 
Above misconstrued omens of the sky, 
Far-traveird commets' calculated blaze ; 
Elance thy thought, and think of more than man* 
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Thy soul, till now contracted, withered, shrunk, 
Blighted by blasts of earth's unwholesome air, 
Will blossom here ; spread all her faculties 
To these bright ardours ; every power unfold, 
And rise into sublimities of thought. 
Stars teach, as well as shine. At nature's birth, 
Thus their comnf>ission ran—" Be kind to man.** 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller ? 
The stars will light thee ; though the moon should faiL 
Where art thou, more benighted ! more astray! 
In ways immoral ? The stars call thee back* 
And, if obeyM their counsel, set thee right. 

This prospect vast, what is it ? — Weigh'd aright, 
'Tis nature's system of divinity. 
And every student of the night inspires. 
*Tis elder Scripture, writ by God's own hand : 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo ! with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought nocturnal !) I'll point out to thee 
Its various lessons ; some that may surprise 
An un-adept in mysteries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expected in her school, 
Nor thought to grow on planet, or on star. 
Bulls, lions, scorpions, monsters, here we feig^ ; 
Ourselves more monstrous, not to see what here 
Exists indeed ; — a lecture to mankind. 

What read we here ? — Th' existence of a God ? 
Yes ; and of other beings, man above ; 
Natives of aether ! sohs of higher climes I 
And, what may move Lorenzo's wonder more, 
Eternity is written in the skies. 
And whose eternity ? — Lorenzo, thine'; 
Mankind^ eternitv. Mor {'a\\\\ ^\oTi^\ 
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Virtue grows here : here springs the sovereign core 
Of almost erery vice ; but chiefly 1 1 ne ; 
Wrath, pnde, ambition, and impure desire. 

Lorenzo ! thou canst wake at midnight tooy 
Though not on morals bent : ambition, pleasure t 
Those tyrants I for thee so lately fought,* 
Afford Iheir harassed slayes but slender rest* 
Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon. 
And the sun^s noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of daj} 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crimey 
Commencing one of our Antipodes ! 
In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 
^Twixt stage and stage, of riot, and cabal : 
And lift thine eye (:f bold an eye to lift!, 
If bold to meet the face of injured HeayeOy} 
To yonder stars : for other ends they shine. 
Than to light travellers from shame to shame, 
4nd, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of space. 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 
Which set the living firmament on fire, 
At the first glance, in such an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, on man's astonishM sight, 
Rushes OMNIPOTE^xE ? — To curb our pride ; 
Our reason rouse, and lead it to that Power, 
Whose love lets down these silver chains of light. 
To draw up man's ambition to Himself, 
And bind our chaste aScctipns to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, least alive on earth, 
And welcom'd on heaven's coast with most applause. 
An humble, pure, nnd heavenly-minded heart. 
Are here inspired. — And canst thou gaze too loi^? 
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Nor stands thy wrath deprived of its reproof, ^ 
Or unupbraided by this radiant choir. 
The planets of each system represent 
Kind neighbours : mutual amity preyails 
Sweet interchange of rays, received, returned ^ 
Enlightening, and enlightened ! All, at once. 
Attracting, and attracted ! Patriot-like, 
None sins against the welfare of the whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unselfish aid, 
Affords an emblem of millennial love. 
Nothing in nature, much less conscious being. 
Was e'er created soiely ftr itself: 
Thus man his sovereign duty learns in this 
Materia] picture of benevolence. 

And Imow, of all our supercilous race, 
Thou most inflammable ! thoU wasp of men ! 
Man's angry heart, inspected, would be found 
As rightly set, as are the starry spheres ; ^ 

Tis nature's structure, broke by stubborn will. 
Breeds all that uncelestial discord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ^ 
Canst thou descend from converse with the skies. 
And sfeize thy brother's throat? — For what? — a clod? 
An inch of earth? The planets cry, *» Forbear i** 
They chase our double darkness, nature's gloom ; 
And (kinder still !) our intellectual night 

And see, Day's amiable sister sends 
Her mvitation, in the softest rays 
Of mitigated lusfe ; courts thy sight, 
Which suffers from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the skies. 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 
With gain, and joy, she br\\>^% \Jafc^\ft\s^ ^N»fc« 
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Night opes the noblest scenes, and sheds an aw6| 
Which g^yes those yenerable scenes full weight* 
And deep reception, in th^ intendcr^d heart : 
While light peeps through the darkness, like a vpfi 
And darkness shows its grandeur by the light* ^ 

Nor is the profit greater than the joy, 
If human hearts at glorious objects glow. 
And admiration can inspire delight 

What speak I more, than I, this moment, f&A^ 
With pleasing stupor first the soul is struck * 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly wise !) 
Then into transport starting from her trance. 
With k>ye, and admiration, how she glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus ! this display ! 
This ostentation of creative power ! 
This theatre ! — ^what eye can take it in? 
By what divine enchantment was it raised. 
For minds of the first magnitude to launch 
In endless speculation, and adore ? 
One sun by day, by night ten thousand shine | 
And light us deep into the Deity, 
IIow boundless m magnificence and might ! 
O what a confluence of ethereal fires. 
From urns unnumberM, down the steep of heares^ 
Streams to a point, and centres in my sight! 
Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my heart. 
My heart, at once, it humbles and exalts ; 
Lays it in dust, and calls it to the skies. 
Who sees it unexalted ? or unawed ? 
Who sees it, and can stop at what is seen ? 
Material offspring of Omnipotence ! 
Inanimate, ari-an'matng birth ! 
^Vork worthy Him wYio rsMLAft V\.\ ^oit^^xvttal 
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All praise ! praise more than human ! nor denied 

Thy praise diyine ! — But though man, drowned in aleep. 

Withholds his homage, not alone I wake : 

Bright l^ons swarm unseen, and sing, unheard 

By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, 

In this his uniyersal temple, hung 

With lustres, with innumerable lights, 

That shed religion on the soul ; at once. 

The temple, and the preacher ! O how loud 

It calls devotion ! genuine growth of night ! 

Devotion ! daughter of astronomy ! 
An undeyout astronomer is mad. 
True ; all things speak a God : but in the smal!. 
Men trace out Him ; in great, He seizes man ; 
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills 
With new inquiries, Vnid associates new. 
Tell me, ye stars ! ye planets ! tell me, all 
Ye starrM, and planeted inhabitants ! what is it? 
What are these sons of wonder ? Say, proud aroh 
(Within whose azure palaces they dwell,) 
Built with divine ambiticm ! in disdain 
Of limit built! buUt in the taste of hsaren ! 
Vast concave ! ample dome ! wast tiiou de^gn^ 
A meet apartment for the Deitt ?— 
Not so; that thought alone thy state impairs, 
Thy lofty sinks, and shallows thy profound. 
And straightens thy diffusive ; dwarfs the whote^ 
And makes an universe an orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye^ and look on muk. 
Thy right regainM, thy grandeur is restored, 
O nature ! wide* flies off th' expandixi^ round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fired. 
The smitten air b hollowed by the blow; 
■ 
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The rast ^^osion dissipates the clouds ; 
SbookM ether% billows dash the distant skies 
Thus (but far more] th' expanding round fliei oi^ 
And leores a mighty void, a spacions womb. 
Might teem with new creation ; reinflamed 
Thj luminaries triumph, and assume 
Diyinity themselves. Nor was it strange, 
Matter high-wrought to such surprising pomp. 
Such g^odlike glory, stole the style of gods. 
From ages dark, obtuse, and steepM in senses 
For, sure, to sense, they truly are divine. 
And half absolved idolatry from guilt ; 
Nay, tum'd it into virtue. Such it was 
In those, who put forth all they had of man 
CJnlost, to lift thdr thought, nor mounted higher 
But, weak of wing, on planets perch'd ; and thongal 
What was their highest, must be their adored. 

But Ihey how weak, who could no higher mount i 
And are there then, Lorenzo, those, to whom 
Unseen, and unexistent, are the same ? 
And if incomprehensible is joined. 
Who dare pronounce it madness to believe? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown aside 
All measure in his work; stretchM out his line 
So far, and spread amazement o'er the whole f 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes,) 
Deep in the bosom of his universe, 
DroppM down that reasoning mite, that insect, man. 
To crawl, and g^aze, and wonder at the scene ? 
That man might ne^er presume to plead amazement 
For disbelief of wonders in Himself. 
Shall God be less miraculous, than what 
flit hand has fonnM? SYisi!A.Tcc3«;tecieB descend 
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From unmysterious ? things more eleyate, 

Be more familiar? uncreated lie 

More obvious than created, to the grasp 

Of human thought ? The more of wonderful 

Is heard in Him, the more we should assent* 

Could we con^eiye him, God he could not be ; 

Or he not Grod, or we could not be men. 

A God alone can comprehend a GrOD : 

Man^s distance how immense ! On such a theme* 

Know this, Lorenzo ! (seem it ne'er so strange} 

Nothing can satisfy, but what confounds ; 

Nothing, but what astonishes, is true. 

The scene thou seest, attests the truth I sing; 

And every star sheds light upon thy creed. 

These stars, this furniture, this cost of heaveiu 

If but reported, thou hadst ne'er belieyed ; 

But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 

The grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath. 

In reason's court, to silence unbelief. 

How my mind, opening at this scene, unbibet 
The moral emanations of the skies ; 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo less admires ! 
Has the Great Sovereign sent ten thousand worlds 
To tell us, be resides above them all. 
In glory's unapproachable recess ? 
And dare earth^ bold inhabitants deny 
The sumptuous, the magnific embassy 
A moment's audience ? Turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For man's emolument ; sole cause that stoops 
Their grandeur to man's eye ? Lorenzo ! rouse ; 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing, 
And glance from east to west, from pole lo v^^ 
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Who sees, but is coniounded, or convinced ? 

Renounces reason, or a God adores ? 

Mankind was sent into the world to see : 

Sight gives the science needful to their peace ; 

That obvious science asks small learning^ aid* 

Wouldst thou on metaphysic pinions soar ? 

Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns ? 

Or travel history's enormous round ? 

Nature no such hard task enjoins : she g^ve 

A make to man directive of his thought ; 

A make set upright, pointing to the stars. 

As who sl^ould say, ^ Read thy chief lesson there.*' 

Too late to read this manuscript of heaven, 

When, like a parchment-scroll, shrunk up by flamesv 

It folds Lorenzo's lesson from his sight. 

Lesson how various ! Not the God alone^ 
I see his ministers ! I see, diffused 
In radient orders, essences sublime. 
Of various offices, of various plume. 
In heavenly liveries, distinctly clad. 
Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold, 
Or all commix'd; they stand with wings outspread^ 
List'ning to catch the Master's least command 
And fly through nature, ere the moment ends ; 
Numbers innumerable ! — Well conceived 
By Pagan, and by Christian ! o'er each sphere 
Presides an angel, to direct its course, 
And feed, or fan, its flames ; or to discharge 
Other high trusts unknown. For who can see 
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mind. 
For which alone ioaninf^te was made. 
More sparingly dispensed ^ that nobler son, 
Far iiker the great Sib.^\— ?T\^^x» ^^ ^v^ 
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Inform ns of superiors numberless^ 
As much, in excellence, above mankind. 
As above earth, in magnitude, the spheres* 
These, as a cloud of witnesses, hang o'er us ; 
(n a thronged theatre are all our deeds ; 
Perhaps, a thousand demigods descend 
On every beam we see, to walk with men* 
Awful reflection! strong restraint from ill I 

Yet, here our virtue finds still stronger aid 
From these ethereal glories sense surveys. 
Something, like magic, strikes from this blue vault* 
With just attention is it view'd ? We feel 
A sudden succour, unimplored, unthought : 
P^'ature herself does half the work of man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 
The promontory^ height, the depth profound 
Of subterranean, excavated grots, 
Black-browM, and vaulted high, and yawning wide 
From nature's structure, or the scope of time ; 
If ample of dimensions, vast of size. 
E'en these an aggrandizing impulse give ; 
Of solemn thought enthusiastic heights 
C'en these infuse. — ^But what of vast in these ? 
Nothing ;— or we must own the skies forgot. 
Much less in art.— Vain Art ! thou pigmy power ! 
How dost thou swell and strut, with human pride, 
To show thy littleness! What childish toys, 
Thy watery columns squirted to the clouds ! 
Thy bason'd rivers, and imprison'd seas ! 
Thy mountains moulded into forms of men ! 
Thy hundred-gated capitals ! or those 
Where three days' travel left us much to ridei 
Gazing on miracles by mortalA \»Qvy|gDX« 
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Arches triamphal, theatres immense. 

Or noddingf g^ardens pendent in mid air ! 

Or temples proad to meet their gods half-way 

Tet these afiect ns in no common kind. 

What then the force of such superior scenes ? 

Enter a temple, it will strike an awe : 

What awe from this the Deitt has bnilt! 

A good man seen, though silent, counsel g^res ; 

The touched spectator wishes to be wise : 

In a bright mirror his own hands have made, 

Here we se - something like the face of God. 

Seems it not then enough, to say, Lorenzo, 

To man abandonM, <' Hast thou seen the skies?* 

And yet, so thwarted nature^s kind design 
By daring man, he makes her sacred awe 
(That guard from ill) his shelter, his temptation 
To more than common ga ilt, and quite inserts 
Celestial art's intent. The trembling stars 
See crimes gigantic, stalking through the gloom 
With front erect, that hide their head by day. 
And making night still darker by their deeds. 
Slumb'ring in covert, till the shades descend. 
Rapine and murder, linked, now prowl for prey. 
The miser earths his treasure ; and the thief. 
Watching the mole, half beggars him ere mom. 
Kow plots, and foul conspiracies, awake ; 
And, muffling up their horrors from the moon, 
Havoc and devastation they prepare. 
And kingdoms tottering in the field of blood. 
Now sons of riot in mid revel rage. 
W'hat shall I do ? — suppress it ? or proclami '— 
^y sleeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo ! now, 
Hif best friend?s co\ic\i ^^e t^x^ ^^\i\\»t«t 
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Ascends secure ; and laughs at gods and men. 
Preposterous madmen, void of fear or shame, 
Liay their crimes bare to these chaste eyes of heav^if 
Tet 9hrink, and shudder, at a mortal^s sight 
Were moon, and stars, for yiUains only made; 
To guide, yet screen them, with tenc^brious light? 
No; they were made to fashion the sublime 
Of human hearts, and wiser make the wise. 

Those ends were answerM once; when mortals lifvd 
Of stronger wing, of aquiline ascent 
In theory sublime. O how unlike 
Those vermin of the night, this moment sung. 
Who crawl on earth, and on her venom feed ! 
Those ancient sages, human stars ! They met 
Their brothers of the skies, at midnight hour ; 
Their counsel ask^d ; and, what they ask^d, obey'd* 
The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank 
The poisonM bowl, and he of Tusculum, 
With him of Corduba (immortal names !) 
In these unbounded and Elysian walks, 
An area fit for gods, and godlike men, 
rhey took their nightly round, through radiant patiu 
By seraphs trod ; instructed, chiefly, thus, 
To tread in their bright footsteps here belew ; 
To walk in worth still brighter than the skies. 
There they contracted their contempt of earth; 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire; 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grttW 
(Great visitants !) more intimate with God, 
More worth to men, more joyous to themselves. 
Through various virtues, they, with ardour, ran 
The zodiac of their leamM, illustrious lives. 

In Christian hearts, O for a. P«92KXi.i«i^\ 
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A needfiil, but opprobikms prayer ! As much 

Our ardour less, as greater is oar light 

How monstrous this in morals ! Scarce more Strang 

Would this phsenomenon in nature strike, 

A sun, that froze us ; or a star, that warmVl. 

What taught these heroes of the moral world f 
To these thou giyest thy praise, give credit too. 
These doctors ne'er were pension^ to deceire thee, 
And Pagan tutors are thy taste. — ^They taught^ 
That, narrow views betray to misery : 
That, wise is it to comprehend the whole : 
That, virtue rose from nature: pondered well 
The single base of virtue built to heaven : 
That, God and nature our attention claim: 
That, nature is the glass reflecting God, 
As, by the sea, reflected is the sun, 
Too glorious to be gazed on in his sphere : 
That, mind immortal loves immortal ^ims : 
That, boundless mind afiects a boundless space t 
That, vast surveys, and the sublime of things. 
The soul assimilate, and make her great : 
That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 
Of inspiration, thus spi*eads out to man. 
Si|ch are their doctrines ; such the mght inspired 

And what more true ? What truth of greater weight/ 
The soul of man was made to walk the skies ; 
Delightful outlet of her prison here ! 
There, disencvmber'd from her chains, the ties 
Of toys terrestrial, she can rove at large ; 
There, freely can respire, dilate, extend. 
In full proportion let loose all her powers; 
Ajad, imdeluded, grasp at something great 
Aicuv BM a stranger, doea ^Yie nv^xA^t ^«f^<v 
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But, wonderful herself, through wonders strajBf 

Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own; 

Dives deep in their oeconomy divine, 

Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 

And, like a master, judges not amiss. 

Hence greatly pleased, and justly proud, the soul 

Grows conscious of her hirth celestial ; breathes 

More life, more vigour, in her native air. 

And feels herself at home among the stars ; ^ 

And, feeling, emulates her country'^ praise. 

What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo?— 
As earth the body, since the skies sustain 
The soul with food, that gives immortal life, 
Call it, The noble pasture of the mind. 
Which there expatiates, strengthens, and exults, 
And riots through the luxuries of thought. 
Call it. The garden of the Deity, 
Blossomed with stars, redundant in the g^wth 
Of fruit ambrosial ; moral fhiit to man. 
Call it. The breast-plate of the true High-priest) 
Ardent with gems oracular, tba give, 
In points of highest moment, right response ; 
And ill neglected, if ^e prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true astrology; 
Thus, have we found a new, and noble sense, 
In which alone stars govern human fates. 
O that the stars (as some have feignM] let fall 
Bloodshed, and havoc, on embattled realms. 
And rescued monarchs from so black a guilt ! 
Bourbon ! this wish how generous in a foe ! 
Wouldst thou be great, wouldst thou become a god. 
And stick thy deathless name among the stars^ 
For mighty conquests on a nee^O^ ^^xoX 
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Instead of f<H^iigchaiQBfor foreigners, 
Bastile thy tator. Grandeur all thy aim ? 
As yet thou know^t not what it is ; how great. 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man. 
When in it all the stars, and planets, roll ! 
And what it seen^s, it is; great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge ; 
Those still more g^like, as these more divine. 

And more divine than these, thou canst not see 
Dazzled, o^erpowerM, with the delicious draught 
Of mitcellaneous splendours, how I reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate without end t 
An Eden, this ! a Paradise unlost ! 
I meet the Deitt in every view. 
And tremble at my nakedness before himi 
O that I could but^reach the^tree of life ! 
For here it grows, unguarded from our taste ; 
No flaming sword denies our entrance here : 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 

LoRSNZo, much of moral hast thou seen. 
Of curious arts art thou more fond ? Then mark 
The mathematic glories of the skies, 
In number, weight, and measure, all ordained. 
Lorenzo's boasted builders, chance, and fate. 
Are left to finish his aerial towers : 
Wisdom and choice, their well-known characters 
Here deep impress , and claim it for their own. 
Though splendid all, no splendour void of use * 
Use rivals beauty; art contends with power; 
No wanton waste, amid effuse expense ; 
The great GScomom ist adjusting all 
To prudent pomp magnificently wise. 
Hair cioh the prospecU aAdiot«?«c 
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For newer stfll in infinite succeeds. 

Then, these aerial racers, O how swift I 

How the shafl loiters from the strongest string ! 

Spirit alone can distatice the career. 

Orb above orb ascending without end ! 

Circle in circle, without end, enclosed ! 

Wheel, within wheel: Ezekixl, like to thine ! 

Like thine, it seems a vision or a dream ; 

Though seen, we labour to believe it true ! 

What involution ! what extent ! what swarms 

Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! immensely great! 

Immensely distant from each other's spheres ! 

What, then, the wondrous space through which they 

At once it quite ingulfs all human thought ; [roU ^ 

Tis comprdiension's absolute defeat. 

Nor think thou seest a wild disorder here : 
Through this illustrious chaos to the sight, 
Arrangement neat, and chastest •rder, reign. 
The path prescribed, inviolably kept, 
Upbraids the lawless sallies of mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere : 
What knots are tied ! how soon are they dissolvftdf 
And set the seeming married planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confusion unconfused ! Nor less admire 
This tumult untUmultuous : all on wing ! 
In motion, all ! yet what profound repose ! 
What fervid action, yet no noise ! as awed 
To silence, by the presence of their Lord ; 
Or hushM by His command, in love to man, 
And bid let fall s<^ beams on human rest, 
ResUesa themselves. On you CsBrulean plauu 
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In exaltation to their God, and thine, 
They dance, they sing eternal jubilee^ 
Eternal celebration of His praise. 
But, since their song arrives not at our eai^ 
Their dance perplexM exhibits to the sight 
Fair hieroglyphic of His peerless power. 
Mark how the labyrinthian turns they take. 
The circles intricate, and mystic maze. 
Weave the grand cipher of Omnipotence ; 
To g^s, now great ! how legible to man ! 

Leaves so much wonder grater wonder still? 
Where are the pillars that support the skies ? 
What more than Atlantean shoulder props 
Th^ incumbent load ? What magic, what strange art 
In fluid air these ponderous orbs sustains ? ' 
Who would not think them bung in golden chains ?— 
And so they are; in the high will of Heaven, 
Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air. 
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought. 
Or nought of all; if such the dread decree. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The most gigantic sons of earth, the broad 
And towering Alps, all tossM into the sea; 
And, light as down, or volatile as air. 
Their bulks enormous, dancing on the waves. 
In time, and measure, exquisite; while all 
The winds, in emulation of the sphere? 
Tune their sonorous instruments aloft, 
The concert swell, and animate the ball. — 
Would this appear amazing ? What, then, worldt, 
f n a far thinner element sustained. 
And acting the same part, with greater skill. 
More rapid movement, axkJ^^oT Ti^^«^\. «ivi&^ 
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More obrious ends to pass, — are not these stars 
The seats majestic, proud imperial thrones, 
On which angelic delegates of heaven, 
At certain periods, as the Soyereioic nods. 
Discharge high trusts of vengeance, or of love ; 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand design, 
And acts most solemn still more solemnize ? 

Te citizens of air I what ardent thanks, 
What full effusion of the grateful heart, 
h due from man, indulged in such a sight ! 
A sight so noble ! and a sight so kind ! 
It drops new truths at every new survey ! 
Feels not Lokenzo something stir within, 
That sweeps away all period ? As these spheres 
Measure duration, they no less inspire 
The godlike hope of ages without end^ 
The boundless space, through which these rovers take 
Their restless roam, suggests the sister thought 
Of boundless time. Thus, by kind nature^s skill, 
To man unlabour'd, that important guest. 
Eternity, finds entrance at the sight : 
And an eternity, for man ordainM ; 
Or these his destined midnight counsellors. 
The stars, had never whisper'd it to man. 
Nature informs, but ne'er insults, her sons. 
Could she then kindle the most ardent wish 
To disappoint it? — That is blasphemy. 
Thus, of thy creed a second article. 
Momentous, as the existence of a God, 
Ts fouud (as I conceive) where rarely sought; 
And thou may'st read tbj soul immortal, here. • 

Here, then, Lorenzo, on these glories dwell ; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated roof) 
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That calls the wretched gay to dark delights. 
Assemblies ! — this is one divinely bright ; 
Here, unendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame^ 
Range, through the fairest, and the Saltan soom^ 
He, wise as thou, no crescent holds so fair, 
As that, which on his turban^awes a world; 
And thinks the moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can giTe, 
A mind superior to the charms of power. 
Thou mulHed in delusions of this life ! 
Can yonder moon turn ocean in his bed, 
From side to side, in constant ebb and flow. 
And purify from stench his watery realms ? 
And fails her moral influence ? wants she power 
To turn Lorenzo^s stubborn tide of thought 
From stagnating on earth's infected shore, 
And purge from nuisance his corrupted heart? 
Fails her attraction, when it draws to heaven ? 
Nay, and to what thou valuest more, earth's joy? 
Minds elevate, and panting for unseen, 
And defecate from sense, alone obtain 
Full relish of existence undeflower'd, 
The life of life, the zest of worldly bliss. 
All else on earth amounts — to what ? To this : 
" Bad to be suffered ; blessings to be left :" 
Earth's richest inventory boasts no more. 

Of higher scenes be, then, the call obeyM. 
O let me gaze ! — Of gazing there's no end. 
O let me think ! — Thought too is wilderM here ; 
Tn mid-day flight imagination tires ; 
Yet soon reprunes her wing to soar anew, 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So ffreait the pleasure \ «o i^xoitovrnd the ^lan I 
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A banquet, this, where men and angels meet, 

Eat the same manna, mingle earth and heaven. 

How distant some of these nocturnal suns ! 

So distant (says the sage,) 'twere not absurd 

To doubt, if beams, set out at nature's birth, 

Are yet arrived at this so foreign world ; 

Though nothing half so rapid as their flight. 

An eye of awe and wonder let me roU, 

And roll for ever : who can satiate sight 

In such a scene ? in such an ocean wide 

Of deep astonishment ? where, depth, height, breadth, 

Are lost in their extremes ; and where, to count 

The thick sown glories in this field of fire,. 

Perhaps a seraph's computation fails. 

Now, go, ambition! boast thy boundless might 

In conquest, o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles. 
To give his tottering fjiith a solid base. 
Why call for less than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theolegy ; 
What is a miracle ? — ^'Tis a reproach, 
'Tis an implicit satire, on mankind ; 
And while it satisfies, it censures too. 
To comnum sense, great nature's course proclaims 
A Deity : when mankind fails asleep, 
A miracle is sent, as an alarm; 
To wake the world, and prove Him o'er again. 
By recent argument, but not more strong. 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power, 
Or nature's laws to fix, or to repeal ? 
To make a sun, or stop his mid career ^ 
To countermand his orders, and send back 
The flaming courier to the frighted e'a&Xx 
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Warm'd, and aBtonish'd, at his eyening tay ? 

Or bid the mooo, as with her joamey tired. 

On Ajalon^s soft, flowery rale repose ? 

Great things are these ; still gpreater, to create. 

From Adam^s bower look down through the whole tnin 

Of miracles ; — resistless is their power ? 

They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind. 

Than this, call'd unmiraculoos suryej, 

If duly weighed, if rationally seen. 

If seen with human eyes. The brute, indeed. 

Sees nought but spangles here ; the fool, no more* 

SayV thou, ^* The course of nature goyems all?" 

The course of nature is the art of God. 

The miracles thou call^st for, this attest; 

For say, could nature nature^s course controul ? 

But, miraules apart, who sees Him not. 
Nature's controuller, author, guide, and end? 
Who turns his eye on nature's midnight face. 
But must inquire — " What hand behind the sceoe. 
What arm almighty, put these wheeling globes 
In motion, and wound up the vast machine ? 
Who rounded in his palm these spacious orbs ? 
Who bowPd them flaming through the dark profound. 
Numerous as glittering gems of morning dew, 
Or sparks from populous cities in a blaze, 
And set the bosom of old night on fire ? 
Peopled her desert, and made horror smile ? 
Or, if the military style delights thee 
(For stars have fought their battles, leagued with man,) 
'* Who marshalls this bright host ? enrolls their names? 
Appoints their posts, their marches, and returns* 
Punctual, at stated periods ? who disbands 
These reteran troops, theVr ^'oX ^>i\3j don.e^ 
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£f e*er disbaaded ?" — ^He, whose potent word. 
Like the loud trumpet, levied first their powers 
In night's inglorious empire, where they slept 
In beds of darkness ; arm'd them with fierce flames. 
Arranged, and disciplined, and clothed in |^old ; 
And calPd them out of chaos to the field, 
Where now they war with vice and unbeliefl 
O let us join this army ! Joining these, 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, 
When brighter flames shall cut a darker night; 
When these strong demonstrations of a God 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their sphei^ 
And one eternal curtain cover all! 

Struck at that thought, as new awaked, I lift 
A more enlightened eye, and read the stars. 
To man still more propitious ; and their aid- 
(Though guiltless of idolatry) implore, 
Nor longer rob them of their noblest name. 
O ye dividers of my time ! ye bright 
Accountants of my de.^f^, and months, and years^ 
In your fair calendar distinctly mark'd 
Since that authentic, radiant register. 
Though man inspects it not, stands good against himt 
Since you, and years, roll on, though man stands still ; 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to wisdom ; now beyond 
All shadow of excuse for fooling on. 
Age smooths ^ur^ath to prudence ; sweeps aside 
The snares keen appetite, and passion, spread 
To-catch stray souls": and woe to that grey head. 
Whose folly would undo, what age has done ! 
Aid then, aid, all ye stars !— Much rather, Thou^ 
Great Artist! Thou, who8%&M^«t wX.'*^^^^ 
T ^ 
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This exquisite raachine, with all its wfaeeis. 
Though interrolred, exact ; and pointing out 
Lifers rapid, and irreyocable flight, 
With such an index fair, as none can miss, 
Who lifts ail eye, nor sleeps till it is closed. 
Open mine eye, dread Deity I to read 
The tacit doctrine of thy works ; to see 
Things as they are, nnalter'd through the glass 
Of worldly wishes. Time ! Eternity ! 
('Tis>these mismeasured, ruin all mankind,) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them botli 
Cn equal scale, and learn their various weight. 
Let time appear a moment, as it is ; 
And let eternity's full oi b, at once. 
Turn on my soul, and strike it into heaven. 
When shall I see far more than charms me now ? 
Gaze on creation's model in Tliy breast 
Unveil'd, nor wonder at the transcript more ! 
When, this vile, foreign dust, which smothers all 
That travel earth's deep vale, shall I shake off? 
When shall my soul her incarnation quit, 
And, re-adopted to thy bless'd embrace. 
Obtain her apotheosis in Thee ? 

Dost think, Lorenzo, this is wandering wide ? 
iN'o, 'tis directly striking at the mark : 
To wake thy dead devotion, was my point ;* 
And how I bless night's consecrating shades. 
Which to a temple turn an universe ; 
Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven. 
And antidote the pestilential earth ! 
In erery storm, that either frowns, or falls. 
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What an asylum has the soul in prayer ! 

And what a fane is this, in which to pray ! 

And what a God must dwell in such a fane ! 

O what a genius must inform the skies ! 

And is Lorenzo's salamander heart 

Cold, and untouchM, amid these sacred fires}? 

O ye nocturnal sparks ! ye g^lowing embers, 

On hearen's broad earth ! who bum, or bum no more^ 

Who blaze, or die, as great Jehoyah^ breath 

Or blows you, or forbears ; assist my songp ; 

Pour your whole influence; exercise his heart, 

So long possess^ ; and bring him back to ma^ / 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer still ? 
Prid6 in thy parts provokes thee to contest 
Truths, which, contested, put thy parts to shame. 
Nor shame they more Lorenzo's head than heart; 
A faithless heart, how despicably small ! 
Too straight, aught great, or generous, to receive ! 
FUl'd with an atom ! fill'd, and foul'd, with self! 
And self mistaken ; self, that lasts an hour .' 
Instincts, and passions, of the nobler kind, 
Lie sufifocated there ; or they alone. 
Reason apart, would wake high hope ; and open. 
To ravish'd thought, that intellectual sphere, 
Where order, wisdom, goodness, providence, 
Their endless miracles of love display 
And promise all the truly great desire. 
The mind that would be happy, must be great; 
Great, in its wishes ; great, in its surveys. 
Extended views a narrow mind extend ; 
Push out its corrugate, expansive make, 
Which, ere long, more than planets shall embrace 
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A man of compass makes a man of worth s 
Dirine contemplate, and become dirine. 

As man was made for g'lory, and for bliss. 
All littleness is an approach to woe : 
Open thy bosom, set thy wishes wide, 
And let in manhood ; let in happiness ; 
Amid the boundless theatre of thought 
From nothing*, up to God ; which makes a man. 
Take God from nature, nothing great is left ; 
Man^s mind is in a pit, and nothing sees ; 
Man^s heart is in a jakes, and lores the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound ; erect thine eye ; 
See thy distress ! How close art thou besieged ! 
Besieged by nature, the proud sceptic's fi>e ! 
Enclosed by these innumerable worlds. 
Sparkling conviction on the darfrest mind, 
As in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, sure captive of belief? 
From this thy bless'd captivity, what art. 
What blasphemy to reason, sets thee free ! 
This scene is Heaven's indulgent violence. 
Canst thou bear up against this tide of glory ? 
What is earth, bosom'd in these ambient orbs, 
But, faith in God imposed, and pressM on man? 
Darest thou still litigate thy desperate cause, 
Spite of these numerous, awful witnesses. 
And doubt the deposition of the skies ? 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin ! 

Laborious ! 'tis impracticable quite : 
To sink beyond a doubt, in this debate. 
With all his weight of wisdom, and of will. 
And crime flagitious, I deff a fool. 
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Some wish they did ; hut no man dishelieves. 

God is a spirit ; spirit cannot strike 

These gross, material organs : God hy man 

As much is seen, as man a God can see. 

In these astonishing' exploits of power, 

What order, beauty, motion, distance, size ! 

Concertion of design, how exquisiuc . 

How complicate, in their divine police . 

Apt means ! great ends ! consent to general good 1*— 

Each attribute of these material gods. 

So long (and that with specious pleas) adored, 

A separate conquest gains o'er rehel thought ; 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 

Lorenzo, this may seem harangue to thee ; 
Such all is apt to seem, that thwarts our wilL 
And dost thou, then, demand a simple proof 
Of this great master-moral of the skies, 
Unskilled, or disinclined, to read it there ? 
Since 'tis the basis, and all drops without it, 
Take it, in one compact, unhroken chain. 
Such proof insists on an attentive ear ; 
'TwiU not make onS amid a mob of thoughts. 
And, for thy notice, struggle with the world. 
Retire ; — the world shut out ; — thy thoughts call 
home ;5^- 

Imagination's airy wing repress ; 

Lock up thy senses ; — let no passion stir , — 
Wake all to reason ; — let her reign alone ;— 
Then, in thy soul's deep silence, and the depth 
Of nature's silence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As I have done ; and shall inquire no more 
In nature's channel, thus the questions run : * 

"What am I? and from wheixce^.— \Tia^\o!^'^K»ss«% 

^5 * 
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But that I am; and, since I am, conclude 

Something eternal : had there e^er been nought. 

Nought still had been : eternal there must be. — 

But what eternal ? — ^why not human race? 

And Adam^s ancestors without an end? — 

That's hard to be conceived ; since every link 

Of that long-chain'd succession is so frail : 

Can every part depend, and not the whole ? 

Yet grant it true ; new difficulties rise ; 

Pm still quite out to sea ; nor see the shore. 

Whence earth, and these bright orbs ?— eternal too ? 

Grant matter was eternal ; still these orbs 

Would want some other father ; — ^much design 

Is seen in all their motions, all their makes : 

Design implies intelligence, and art : 

That canH be from Ihemselves^-or man ; that art 

Man scarce can comprehend, could man bestow ? 

And nothing greater, yet allow'd, than man. — 

Who, motion, foreign to the smallest grain. 

Shot through vast masses of enormous weight ? 

Who bid brute matter's restive lun^p assume 

Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 

Has matter innate motion ? Then each atom, 

Asserting its indisputable right 

To dance, would form an universe of dust. 

Has matter none ? Then, whence these glorious formt 

And boundless flights, from shapeless, and reposed ? 

Has matter more than motion ? Has it thought. 

Judgment, and genius ? Is it deeply learh'd 

In mathematics ? Has it framed such laws. 

Which, but to guess, a Newton made immortal ? 

// BO, how each sage atom laughs at me, 

Willi think a clod \nfeT\ox \o ^TXi^dxiX 
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If ait) to form ; and counsel, to conduct ; 
And that with greater far, than human skill 
Resides not in each block ; — a Godhead r^lg^DS*— • 
Grant, then, inrisible, eternal. Mind ; 

That granted, all is solved But, granting tbat» 

Draw I not o'er me a still darker clouA ? • 
Grant I not that which J can ne'er conceiye? 
A being without origin, or end !— 
Hail, human liberty ! There is no God — 
Tet, why ? On either scheme that knot subsistB ; 
Subsist it must, in God, or human race; 
If in the last, how many knots beside, . 
Indissoluble all ? — ^Why choose it there, 
Wliere, chosen, still subsist ten thousand more? 
Reject it, where, that chosen, all the rest 
Dispersed, leave reason's whole horizon clear ? 
This is not reason's dictate : reason says, 
Close with the side where one grain turns the scale 
What vast preponderance is here ! Can reason 
Witii louder voice exclaim — ^Believe a God ? 
And reason heard, is the sole mark of man. 
What things impossible must man think true. 
On any other system! and, how strange 
To disbelieve, through mere credulity !' 

If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw, 
Liet it for ever bind him to belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds? 
And, if a God there is, that God how great ! 
How great that Power, whose providential care 
Through these bright orbs' dark centres darts a ray 
Of nature universal threads the whole! 
And hang^ creation, like a precious g^m. 
Though little, on the footstool oC baa ^^e)scr^\ 
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That little gem, how large ! A weight let foil 
From a fixM star, in ages con it reach 
Thw dntant earth ? Say, then, Lorskzo ! wherei 
Where ends this mighty building? Where begin 
The suburbs of creation ? Where the wall, 
Whose batUements look o^er into the vale 
Of non-existence ? INothing^s strange abode ! 
Say, at what point of space Jehovah droppM 
His slackened line, and laid his balance by ; 
We%h'd worlds, and measured infinite, no roosr^? 
Where rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extramundane head? and says., to gods. 
In characters illustrious as the sup, 

1 ft&nd, the plan's proud period ; i pronoance 

The .work accomphsh'd ; the creatioa closed . 

Shont, all ye gods ! nor shout, ye TOds alone : 

Of all that Ures, or, if devoid of life. 

That rests, or rolls, ye heifhts, and depths, resound ! 

Resound ! resound ! ye depths, and heights, resound! 

Hard are those questions ? —Answer harder »H1V 
Is this the sole exploit, the single birth. 
The solitary son, of Power Diyine ? 
Or has th' Almighty Father, with a breath. 
Impregnated the womb of distant space ? 
Has He not bid, in various provmces. 
Brother-creations the dark bowels burst 
Of night primaeval; barren, now, no more^ 
And He the central sun, transpiercing* all 
Those giant-generations, which disport. 
And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray; 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or absorbM, 
In that abyss of horror, whence they sprung ; 
^^^e Ohaaa triumpha, xe^oaseaR^^ oi ^aSV 
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• 

Riyal creation raTisVd from his throne ? 
Chaos ? of nature both the womb, and grave ! 

Think^st thou my scheme, Lorenzo, spreads too 
Is this extravagant f — No ; this is just ; [wide f 

Just, in conjecture, though ^ere false in fact« 
If 'tis an error, 'tis an error sprung 
From noble root, hig^ thought of the Most Higli* 
But wherefore error ? Who can prove it such ?— 
He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 
Can man conceive beyond what God can do? 
Nothing, but quite impos^ble, is hard. 
lie summons into being, with like ease, 
A whole creation, and a single grain. 
Speaks he the word ? a thousand worlds are bom I-* 
A thousand worlds ^ there's space for millions tnmey 
And in what space can hisigreatjiot &il? 
Condemn me not, cold critic ! but indulge 
The warm imagination : why condemn ? 
Why not indulge such thoughts, as swell our hearts 
Witii fuller admiration of that Power, 
Who gives our hearts with such high thoughts to 

swell 
Why not indulge in His argumented praise f 
Darts not His glory a still brighter ray. 
The less is left to Chaos, and the realms 
Of hideous Night, where fancy strays aghast; 
And, though mosrt talkative, makes no report? 

Still seems my thought enormous ? Think again ^-« 
Experience 'self shall aid thy lame belief. 
Glasses (that revelation to the sight !) 
Have they not led us deep in the disclose 
Of fine-spun nature, exquisitely small ; 
And, though demonstrated^ stili \VL <:^SQsc«v«^'t 
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If, then, on the rererse, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poise ? 
Defect alone can err on such a theme : 
Wli%t is too great, if we the Cause surrey ? 
Stupendous Architect I Thou, thou art all ! 
My soul flies up and down in thoughts of Thee, 
And finds herself but at the centre still ! 
I AM, thy name ! Existence, all thine own! 
Creation^ nothing ; flattered much, if styled 
'* The thin, the fleeting atmosphere of God.** 

O for the voice— of what ? of whom ? — ^What Toioe 
Can answer to my wants, in such ascent, ^ 
As dares to deem one universe too small ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now fancy glows. 
Fired in the vortex of Almighty Power) 
Is not this home creation, in the map 
Of universal nature, as a speck. 
Like fair Brittaj^nia in our little ball; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious for its size, 
But, elsewhere, far outmeasured, far outshone? 
In fancy (for the fact beyond us lies,) 
Canst thou not figure it, an isle, almost 
Too small for notice, in the vast of 
Sever'd by mighty seas of unbuilt space 
From other realms ; from ample continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Less northern, less remote from Deitv, 
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme ; 
Wliere souh in excellence make haste, put forth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods ? 

Yet why drown i^wo:^ Vn ^m^ ^c^>^-^ ^& ^^sw^m^> 
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nctum, presumptaoas rover! and confess 

The bonnds of man ; nor blame them, as too small* 

Enjoy we not ftill scope in what is seen ? 

Full ample the dominions of the sun ! 

Full glorious to behold ! Plow far, bow wide, 

The matchless monarch, from his flaming' throne^ 

Lavish of lustre, throws his beams about him, 

Further, and faster, than a thought can fly. 

And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! 

This Heliopolis, by greater far, 

Than the proud tyrant of tiie Nile, was built; 

And He alone, who built it, can destroy. 

Beyond this city, why strays human thought ? 

One wonderful, enough for man to know ! 

One infinite, enough for man to range ! 

One firmament, enough for man to read ! 

O what voluminous instruction here ! 

What page of wisdom is denied him ? None; 

If learning his chief lesson makes him wise. 

Nor is instruction, here, our only gain ; 

There dwells a noble pathos in the skies, 

Which warms our passions, proselytes our hearts* 

How eloquently shines the glowing pole ! 

With what autiiority it gives its charge, 

Kemonstrating great truths in style sublime. 

Though silent, loud ! heard earth around ; above 

The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell : 

Hell has her wonder, though too proud to praise* 

Is earth, then, more infernal ? Has she those, 

Who neither praise (Lorenzo !) nor admire? 

LoRENZo^s admiration, pre-engaged, 
Ne^er askM the moon one question ; never held 
Least correspondence witYi ^ «Ks^^ %\as\ 



800 THE CONSOLATION. NIGHT IX. 

Ke^er rear'd an sdtar to the queen of hearen 

Walking* in brightness ; or her train adored* 

Their sublunary rivals have long since 

Engpross^d his whole devotion ; stars malign. 

Which made their fond astronomer run mad ; 

Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart ; 

Cause him to sacrifice his fame and peace 

To momentary madness, calPd Delight : 

Idolater, more gross than ever kissed 

The lifted hand to Luna, or pour'd out 

The blood to Jove !— O THOU, to whom belongs 

All sacrifice ! O thou Great Jove unfeign'd 

Divine Instructor ! thy first volume, thia^ 

For man's perusal; all in capitals ! 

In moon, and stars (heaven's golden alphabet !) 

Emblazed to seize the sight ; who runs may read ; 

Who reads, can understand. 'Tis unconfined 

To Christian land, or Jewry ; fairly writ, 

In language universal, to mankind : * 

A language, lofty to the learnM ; yet plain 

To those that feed the flock, or guide the plough. 

Or, from its husk, strike out the bounding grain. 

A language, worthy the Great Mind that speaks! 

Preface, and comment, to the sacred page! 

Which oft refers its reader to the skies, 

As presupposing his first lesson there. 

And Scripture 'self a fragment, that unread. 

Stupendous book of wisdom, to the wise ! 

Stupendous book ! and open'd. Night ! by thee. 

By thee much open'd, 1 confess, O Night I 
yet more I wish ; but how shall I prevail ? 
SsLjr, gentle Night ! whosje modest, maiden beams 
Give us a naw creation, and \iT6?»^uV. 
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The worid's great picture soften'd to the sight 

Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent still, 

Say, thou, whose mild dominion's silver key 

Unlocks our hemisphere, and sets to view 

Worlds beyond number; worlds concealed by day. 

Behind the proud and envious star of noon ! 

Canst thou not draw a deeper scene ? — and show 

The mighty Potentate, to whom belong 

These rich regalia, pompously displayed 

To kindle that high hope ? Like him of Uz, 

I gaze around ; I search on every side— 

O for a glimpse of Him my soul adores ! 

As the chased hart, amid ihe desert waste, 

Pants for the living stream ; for Him who made her, 

So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 

Of sublunary joys. Say, gx>ddess ! where ? 

Where, blazes His bright court ? Where bums Hii 

throne ? 
•ftiou know'st ; for thou art near Him ; by thee, round 
His grand pavilion, sacred fame reporte 
The sable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, so swift of wing, 
Who travel far, discover where He dwells ? 
A star His dwelling pointed out below. 
Ye Pleiades ! Arcturus ! Mazarath ! 
And thou, Orion ! of still keener eye ! 
Say ye, who guide the wilderM in the waves, 
And bring them out of tempest into port ! 
On which hand must I bend my course to find Hkn? 
These courtiers keep the secret of their Kino ; 
f wake whole nights, in vain, to steal it from them. 

I wake ; and, waking, climb Nighfb radiant &c,'«l.&^ 
From sphere to sphere; tSaa BiUpji^Vj \«ssa» ^R*- 
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For man'*s ascent ; at once. to tempt, and aid ; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his towering thought; 
Till it arrives at the great goal of alL 

In ardent contemplation's rapid car. 
From earth, as from my harrier, I set out. 
Hoff swift I mount ! Diminish'd earth recedes ; 
I pass the moon ; and, from her further side, 
Pierce heaven^ blue curtain ; strike into remote ; 
Where, with his lifted tube, the subtile sage 
His artificial, airy journey takes, 
And to celestial lengthens human sight. 
I pause at every planet on my road, 
And ask for Him who gives Uieir orbs to rolL» 
Their foreheads fair to shine. From Saturn^s rin^ 
In which, of earths an army might be lost. 
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight. 
Amid those sovereign glories of the skies. 
Of independent, native lustre proud ; 
The souls of systems ! and the lords of life. 
Through their wide empires ! — What behold I now^ 
A wilderness of wonders burning round ; 
Where larger suns inhabit higher spheres ; 
Perhaps the villas of descending gods ! 
Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun ; 
*Tis but the threshold of the Deity ; 
Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling still. 
Nor is it strange ; I built on a mis ake ! 
The grandeur of his works, whence folly sought 
For aid, to reason sets his glory higher ; 
Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to H im :i 
O where, Lorenzo ! must the Builder dwell ? 

Pause, then; and, for a moment, here ros">iiT 

If liiiman thought cau keev \\s ^VaMviw W\vi. 
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Where am I ? — ^Where is earth ? — Nay, where art 
thou, ^ 

sun ? — ^Is the sun tum'd recluse ? — ^And are 
His boasted expeditions short to mine ? — 

To mine, how short ! On nature's Alps I stand. 
And see a thousand firmaments beneath ! 
A thousand systems, as a thousand g'rains 4 
So much a strang'er, and so late arrived, 
How can man's curious spirit not inquire 
What are the natives of this world sublime, 
Of this so foreign, unterrestrial sphere, 
Where mortal, untranslated, never strayM? 

" O ye, as distant from ray little home. 
As swiftest sun-beams in an age can fly ! 
I'ar from my native element I roam, 

1 u quest of new, and wonderful, to man. 
What province this, of His immense domain. 
Whom all obey ? Or mortals here, or gods ? 

Ye borderers on the coast of bliss ! what ar^ you ? 

A colony from heaven ? or, only raised. 

By frequent visit from heaven's neighbouring realms, 

To secondary gods, and half divine ? — 

Whate'er your nature, this is past dispute, 

Far other life you live, far other tongue 

You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 

Than man. How various are the works of God! 

But say, What thought ? Is reason here enthroned, 

And absolute ? or sense in arms against her ? 

Have you two ligh * or need you no reveaPd? 

Enjoy your happy reai.ii3 their golden age ? 

And had your Eden an abstemious Eve ? 

Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree^ 

And ask their Adams— ^>N\\o YiavjJL\TLvA.\s«k^>s»^'^ 
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Or, if your modler^fell, are you xedeemM? 

And if redeemed — ^is your Redeemer scornM? 

Is this your final residence ? If not, 

Change you your scene, translated ? or by death ? 

And if by death; what death? — ^Know you disease 

Or horrid war? — With war, this fatal hour, 

EuROPA groans (so call we a small field. 

Where kings run mad.) In our world, death di^nitei 

Intemperance to do the work of age ; 

And, hanging up the quiver nature gave him. 

As slow of execution, for dispatch 

Sends forth imperial butchers; bids them slay 

Their sheep (the silly sheep thpj fleeced be^re,) 

And toss him twice ten thousand at a meaL I 

Sit all your executioners on thrones ? 

With you, can rage for plunder make a god ? 

And bloodshed wash out every Other stain ?— 

But you, perhaps, can't bleed : from matter grom 

Your spirits clean, are delicately clad 

In fine-spun ether, privileged to soar, i 

Unloaded, uninfected ; how unlike . i 

The lot of man ! How few of human race * 

By their own mud unraurder'd ! How we wage 

Self-war eternal ! — Is your painful day 

Of liardy conflict o'er ? or, are you still 

Raw candidates at school ? And haye you those 

Who disaflect reversions, as with us ? 

But what are we ? You never heard of man; 

Or earth, the Bedlam of the universe ! 

Where reason (undiseased witli you) runs mad. 

And nurses folly's children as her own ; 

Fond of the foulest. In the sacred mount 

Of holiness, where reaaoTi \& ^xosisvittf:^^ 
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Infallible, and thunders, like a god ; 

E'en there, by saints, the daemons are outdone ; 

What these think wrong, our saints refine to right; 

And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts : 

Satan, instructed, o'er their morals smiles.-— 

But this, how strange to jou, who know not man I 

Has the least rumour of our race arrived ? 

Call'd here Elijah in his flaming car? 

Pass'd by you the good Enoch, on his road 

To those fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurPd ; 

Who brush'd, perhaps, your sphere in his descent^ 

Stain'd your pure crystal ether, or let fall' 

A short^lipse from his portentous shade ? 

O, that that fiend had lodged on some broad orb 

Athwart his way ; nor reach'd his present home, 

Then blacken'd earth with footsteps foul'd in htU, 

Nor wash'd in ocean, as from Rome he pass'd 

To Britain's isle ; too, too conspicuous there !" 

But this is all digression. Where is He, 
That o'er heaven's battlements the felon hurl'd 
To groans, and chains, and darkness ? Where is He, 
Who se^s creation's summit in a rale ? 
He, whom, while man is man, he cant but seek ; 
And if he finds, commences moi^e than man ? 
O for a telescope his throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam'd dn earth, or bless'd above f 
Ye searching, ye Newtonian angels — tell. 
Where, your great Master's orb? his planets, where' 
Those conscious satellites, those morning stars, 
First-bom of Deity I from central love. 
By veneration most profound, thrown off; 
By sweet attraction, no less strongly drawn ; 
Awed, and yet raptured ; T9c^\]Lt«^ ^^«4i«Q^\ 
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Paat thought illustrious, but with borrowed beams; 
In still approaching circles, still remote, 
Beyolving round the sun's eternal Sirs ? 
Or sent, in lines direct, on embassies 
To nations — ^in what latitude ? — ^Beyond 
Terrestrial thought's horizon ! — And on what 
High errands sent ? — Here human effort ends : 
And leaves me still a stranger to His throne. 

Full well it might ! I quite mistook my road; 
Bom in an age, more curious than devout ; 
More fond to fix the place of heaven, or hell. 
Than studious this to shun, or that secure. 
'Tis not the curious, but the pious path, 
That leads^me to my point *. Lorenzo ! know. 
Without or star, or angel, for their guide. 
Who worship God, shall find him. Humble iove. 
And not proud reason, keeps the door of heaven; 
Love finds admission, where proud science fails. 
Man's science is the culture of his heart ; 
And not to lose his plummet in the depths 
Of nature, or the more profound of God. 
Either to know, is an attempt that sets « 

The wisest on a level with the fool. 
To fathom nature, (ill attempted here !^ 
Past doubt, is deep philosophy above ; 
Higher degrees in bliss archangels take. 
As deeper leam'd ; the deepest, learning stfll. 
For, what a thunder of Omnipotence 
(So might I dare to, speak] is seen in all ! 
In man ! in earth ! in more amazing skies I 
Teaching this lesson, pride is loth to learn 
" Not deeply to discern, not much to know ; 
Mankind ivas bonx to wonder^ ^iXi<5L ^^orcO^ 
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And is there cause for higher wonder still, 
Than that which struck us from our past surveys ' 
Tes ; and for deeper adoration too. 
Prom my late airy travel unconfined, 
Have I leam'd nothing? — Yes, Lorenzo ; thu t 
Each of these stars is a religious house ; 
I saw their altars smoke, their incense rise; 
And heard hosannas ring through every sphere, 
A seminary fraught with future gods. 
Nature, all o'er, is consecrated ground, 
Teeming with growths immortal, and divine. 
The great Proprietor's all-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing waste ; but sows these fieiy fieldf 
With seeds of reason, which to virtues rise 
Beneath his genial ray ; and, if escaped 
The pestilential blasts of stubborn will. 
When grown mature, are gather'd for the skies* 
And is devotion thought too much on earth, 
When beings, so superior, homage boast, 
And triumph in prostrations to The Throne. 

But wherefore more of planets, or of stars? 
Eiherea^ journeys, and, discovered there, 
Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand ways devoat» 
All nature sending incense to the Throne, 
Except the bold Lorenzos of our sphere ? 
Opening the solemn sources of my soul, 
Since 1 have pour'd, like feign'd Eridanus, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming skies, 
Nor see, of fancy, or of fact, what more 
Invites the muse— — ^here turn we, and review 
Our past nocturnal landscape wide : — then say. 
Say, then, Lorenzo! with what burst of heart. 
The whole, at once, revolving iu V\\s Wwiw-^X- 
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Most man exclaini, adornig-, and aghast? 
^ O what a root ! O vrhat a branch, is here ! 
O what a Father ! what a family ! 
Worlds ! systems ! and creatioos ! — and 
In one agglomerated cluster hung. 
Great Vine !* on Thee, on Thee the cluster hu^ ; 
The filial closter ! infinitely spread 
In glowing globes, with various being fimogfat ; 
And drinks (nectareous draught !] immortal lifi^ 
Or, shall I say, (for who can say enough ?) 
A constellation of ten thousand gems, 
(And, O ! of what dimensions ! of what weight!) 
Set in one signet, flames on the right hand 
Of Majesty Divine ! the blazing seal. 
That deeply stamps, on all-created mind. 
Indelible, his sovereigTi attributes, 
Omnipotence, and love ! that, passing bound ; 
And this, surpassing that. Nor stop we here. 
For want of power in God, but thought in man* 
TE'en this acknowledg-ed, leaves us still in debt : 
If grater aught, thaf^reater all is thine, 
Dread SttCE ! — Accept this miniature of Thee ; • 
And pardon an attempt from mortal thought. 
In which archangels might have fail'd, unblamed.* 

How such ideas of the Almighty's power. 
And such ideas of th' Almighty's plan 
(Ideas not absurd,) destend the thought 
Of feeble mortals! Nor of them alone! 
The fulness of the Deity breaks forth 
In inconceivables to men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think ! nor ever drop the thought ; 



THE C0N80LATI0K* 909 

How low must man descend^ when g^ods adore ! 
Have I not, then, accomplished my proud boast ? 
Did I not tell mee, << We would mount, Lorenzo t 
And kindle our devotion at the stars ?" * 

And have I fail'd ? and did I flatter thee? 
And art all adamant? And dost confute 
All uxig^ed, with one irrefragable smile ? 
LoRERZo ! mirth how miserable here ? 
Swear by the stars, by Him who made them, swear, 
Thy heart, henceforth, shall be as pure as they-: 
Then thou, liMls them, shalt shine ; like them, shalt rise 
From low to lofty; from obscure to bright ; 
By due gradation, nature's sacred law. 
The stars, from whence ? — ^Ask Chaos — he can tell. 
These bright temptations to idolatry. 
From darkness, and confusion, took their birth ; 
Sons of deformity ! from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, first they rose to masses rude ; 
And then, to spheres opaque ; then dimly shone ; 
Then brightened ; then blazed out in perfect day. 
Nature delights in prepress ; in advance 
From worse to better : but, when minds ascend, 
Progress, in part, depends upon themselves. 
TIeaven aids exertion ; greater makes the great; 
The voluntary little lessens more. 
O be a man! and thou shalt be a god ! 
And half self-made! — ^Ambition how divine! 

O thou, ambitious of disgrace alone ! 
Still undevout ? unkindled ?— ^Though high tauglltii 
SchooPd by the skies, and pupil of the stars ; 
Rank coward to the fashionable world.' 

# Se« p&se ^^^. ' 
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Art thou aflbamed to bend tby knee to Heaven f 
Cursed fame of pride, exhaled from deepest belli 
Pride in relig^n, is man^s highest praise. 
Bent on destmction ! and in lore with death ! . 
Not all these lominaries, qnenchM at once. 
Were half so sad, as one benighted mind, 
Which gropes for happiness, and meets despair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimmering tapers, silent sits ! 
How sorrowful, how desolate, she weeps 
Perpetual dews, and saddens nature^ scene! 
A scene more sad sin makes the darkenVl soul. 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one spark alive. 

Though blind of heart, still open is thine eye . 
Why such ma^ificence in all thou seest ? 
Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this. 
To tell the rational, who gazes on it — 
" Though that immensely great, still greater be. 
Whose breast capacious, can embrace, and lodge 
UnburdenM, nature's universal scheme ; 
Can grasp creation with a single thought ; 
C^reation grasp; and not exclude its Sire" — 
To tell him further—" It behoves him much 
To gpuard th' important, yet depending, fate 
Of being, brighter than a thousand suns : 
One single ray of thought outshines them alL** 
And if man hears obedient, soon he'll soar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing. 
His purple wing bedropp'd with eyes of gold. 
Rising, where Uiought is now denied to rise, 
Look down triumphant on these dazzling sphereiu 

Why then persist ? — No mortal ever lived, 
Atf^ djioiif , be pronoiQnce^ ^^V^ii ^^x^ ^vt^ \rQi&\ 
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The whoLe t^at charms thee, absolutely vain; 

Vain, and far worse !— Think thou, with dying men ; 

O condescend to think as an^ls think ! 

O tolerate a chance for happiness ! 

Our natnre snch, ill choice ensures ill fate ; 

And hell had been, though there had been no Grod* 

Dost thou not know, my new astronomer I 

Earth, turning from the sun, brings night to man f 

Man, turning from his God, brings endless night; 

Where tiiou canst read no morals, find no friend. 

Amend no manners, and expect no peace* 

How deep the darkness ! and the g^roan, how loud! 

And far, how far, from lambent are the flames I— 

Such is Lorenzo's purchase ! such his praise ! 

The proud, the politic Lorenzo's praise ! 

Though in his ear, and lerell'd at his heart, 

IVe half read o'er Ae volume of the skies. 

For think not thou hast heard all this from me; 
My song but echoes what great nature speaks. 
What has she spoken? Thus the goddess spoke. 
Thus speaks for ever : — '^ Place at nature's head, 
A sovereign, which o'er al^ things rolls his eye. 
Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
But, above all, diffuses endless ^ood : 
To whom, for sure redress, the wrong'd may fly; 
The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, for peace: 
By whom, the various tenants of these spheres. 
Diversified in fortunes, place, and powers, 
Raised in enjoyment, as in worth they rise. 
Arrive at length (if worthy such approach] 
At that bless'd fountain-head, from which they streaill t 
Where conflict past redoubles present joy ; 
And present joy looks fbrwttx^ qcii\&&t«asa% 
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AndlbatyOBiiioM; no period! erefystep 
A doable boon! a promise, and a Uibs." 
How easy sits this scheme on human heaiti! 
It suits their make ; it soothes their vast denres; 
PassioQ is pleased, and reason asks no more ; 
^Tis rational 1 His great ! — ^But what is thine? 
It darkens ! shocks ! excruciates ! and confounds I 
Leaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope, 
Sinking from bad to worse ; few years, the sport 
Of fortune; th^i, the morsel of despsdr. 

Say, then, Lorenzo (for thou know*^ it well,) 
Whatls vice ? — ^Mere want of compass in our thought 
Religion, what ?— The proof of common sense. 
How art thou whooted, where the least preymils t 
Is it my fault, if tnese truths call thee fool ? 
And thou shadt never be miscall'd by me. 
Can neither shame, nor terror, Itand thy friend ? 
And art thou still an insect in the mire ? 
How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown ; 
SnatchM thee from earth ; escorted thee through all 
Th* ethereal armies ; walked thee, Kke a god. 
Through splendours of first magnitude, arranged 
On either hand ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet ; 
Close cruised on the^right paradise of Goi> ; 
And almost introduced thee to the Throne! 
And art thou still carousing, for delight. 
Rank poison ; first, fermenting to mere froth. 
And then subsiding into final gall ? 
To beings of sublime, immortal make. 
How shocking is all joy, whose end is sure 
Such joy, more shocking still, the more it charms! 
And dost thou choose what ends, ere well begfun ; 
•And infamous^ as shorts A-ioA ^k^&\. V>kmv^ c^ 
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(Thou, to whose palate glory is so sweet) 
To wade into perdition, through contempt» 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy own? 
For I have peep'd into thy cover'd heart. 
And seen it blush beneath a boastful brow ; 
For, by strong guilt's most violent assault. 
Conscience is but disaJbled, not destroyed. 

O thou most awful being, and most vain! 
Thy will, how frail ! how glorious is thy power! 
Though dread eternity has sown her seeds 
Of bliss, and woe, in thy despotic breast ; 
Though heaven, and hell, depend upon thy chcnco 
A butterfly comes 'cross, and both are fled. 
Is this the picture of a rational 1 
This horrid image, shall it be most just T 
Lorenzo ! no : it cannot — shall not, be, 
If there is force in reaaon ; or, in sounds. 
Chanted beneath the glimpses of the moon, 
A magic, at this planetary hour. 
When slumber locks the general lip, and dreams 
Through senseless mazes hunt souls, uninspired. 

Attend — ^the sacred mysteries begin 

My solenm night-born adjuration hear ; 
Hear, and I'll raise thy spirit from the dust ; 
While the stars gaze on this enchantment new ; 
Enchantment, not infernal, but divine^ 

"By Silence, death's peculiar attribute ; 
By darkness, guilt's inevitable doom ; 
By Darkness, and by Silence, sisters dread ! 
That draw the curtain round night's ebon throne, 
And raise ideas, solenm as the scene ! 
By night, and all of awful, night presents 
To thought, or sense (of awful much^ tobfik^kk^ 

^1 
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The g^oddess brings !) By these her trembluig fire% 

Like Vksta's, ever burning ; and, like hersy 

Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure ! j 

Bj these bright orators, that prove, and prane 

Aad press thee to revere, the Dsxtt ; 

Perhaps, too, aid thee, when reverM awhile. 

To reach his throne ; as stages of the soul. 

Through which, at different periods, she shall pass, 

Refining gradual, for her final height. 

And purging off some dross at every sphere ! 

By this dark pall thrown o^er the silent world ! 

By the world's kings, and kingdoms, most reDOwn'd,j 

From short ambition*s zenith set for ever ; 

Sad presage to vain boasters, now in bloom ! 

By the long list of swift mortality, 

From Adam downward to this evening knell, 

Which midnight waves in fancy's startied^eye ; 

And shocks her with a hundred centuries. 

Round death's black banner throng'd, in homan 

thought ! 
By thousands, now, resigning their last breath, 
And calling thee — wert thou so wise to hear ! 
By tombs o'er tombs arising ; human earth 
Ejected, to make room for — human earth ; 
The monarch's terror ! and the sexton's trade ! 
By pompous obsequies, that shun the day, 
The torch funeral, and the nodding plume. 
Which makes poor man's humiliation proud ; 
Bost of our ruin ! triumph of our dust ! 
By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones ; 
^nd the palA lamp that shows the ghastly dead, 
More gnastly thioagti the thick incumbent gloom! 
By Fiiits (if there ate) {iom^axV<&t W2ffi&n^ 
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The gbding spectre ! and the groaning grove ! 
By g^roans, and grares, and miseries that groan 
For the g^ve^s shelter ! By desponding men, 
• Senseless to pains of death, froip pangs of guilt! 
By guilt's last audit ! By yon moon jn blood, 
Tlie rocking firmament, the falling stars, 
And thunder's last discharge, great nature's knell ! 
By second chaos ; ^nd eternal night" — 
Be wise — ^Nor let Philander blame my chann ; 
But own not ill discharged my double debt. 
Loye to the living, duty to the dead. 

For know, I'm but executor ; he left 
This moral legacy ', I make it o'er 
By his command : Philander hear in me, 
And Heayen in both. — If deaf to these, oh ! hear 
Florello's tender yoice : his weal depends 
On thy resolye ; it trembles at thy choice : 
For his sake — ^loye thyself. Example strikes 
All human hearts ! a bad example more ; 
More still a father's ; that ensures his ruin. 
As parent of his being, wouldst thou proye 
Th' unnatural parent of his miseries. 
And make him curse the being which thou gayest? 
Is this the blessing of so fond a father ? 
If careless of Lorenzo, spare, oh ! spare 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend ! 
Florello's father ruin'd, ruins him ; 
And from Philander's friend the world ezpecti 
A conduct, no dishonour to the dead. 
Let passion do, what nobler motiye should; 
Let loye, and emulation, rise in aid 
To reason ; and persuade thee to be— blenM* 
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This seems not a request to be denied ; 
Tet (such tb^ infatuation of mankind !} 
*Tis the most hopeless, man can make to man* 
Shall I, tluten, rise in ar^ment, and warmth ; 
And urge Philander's posthumous adyice. 

From topics yet unbroach'd ? 

But, oh ! I faint ! my spirits fail ! — ^Nor strange ! 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime ! 
To which my ^reat Creator's glory called : 
And calls — ^but, now, in rain. Sleep^ dewy wand 
Has stroked my drooping lids, and promises 
My long arrear of rest ; the downy god 
(Wont to return with our returning peace) 
Will pay, ere long, and bless me with repose. 
Haste, haste, sweet stranger ! from the peasants oot. 
The ship-boy's hammock, or the soldier's straw, 
Whence sorrow never chased thee : with thee bring, 
Not hideous visions, as of late ! but draughts 
Delicious of well-tasted, cordial rest ; 
Man's rich restorative ; his balmy bath. 
That supples, lubricates, and keeps in play. 
The various movements of this nice machine. 
Which asks such frequent periods of repair. , 
When tired with vain rotations of the day, 
Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn ; 
Fresh we spin on, till sickness clc^s our wheels 
Or death quite breaks the spring, and motion ends. 
When will it end with me ? 

" Thott only know^t^ 

Thou, whose broad eye the future, and the past. 

Joins to the present ; making one of three 

To mortal thought I Thou know'st, and Thou alone 
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All-knowing ! — all-unknown ! — and yet well known I 
Near, though remote I and, though unfathomM, felt I 
And, though invisible, for erer seen ! 
And seen in all ! the great, and the minute ; 
Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 
Each flower, each leaf, with its small people swarmM, 
(Those puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) 
To the first thought, that asks, ' From whence?* declare 
Their common Source. Thou Fountain, running o'er 
In rivers of communicated joy ! 
Who gavest us speech for far, far humbler themes I 
Say, by what name shall I presume to call 
Him I see burning in these countless suns, 
As Moses, in the bush ? Illustrious Mind ! 
The whole creation, less, far less, to Thee, 
Than that to the creation's ample round. 
How shall 1 name Thee ? — How iny labouring sonl 
Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth 
•• Great System of perfections ! Mighty Cause 
Of causes mighty ! Cause uncaused ! Sole Root 
Of nature, that luxuriant growth of God ! 
First Father of effects ! that progeny 
Of endless series ; where the golden chain'b 
Last link admits a period, who can tell ? 
Father of all that is or heard, or hears! 
Father of all that is or seen, or sees ! 
Father of all that is, or shall arise ! 
Father of this immeasurable mass 
Of matter multiform ; or dense, or rare ; 
Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at rest ; 
Minute, or passing bound ! in each extrenWy 
Of like amaze, and mystery, to man. 

27* 
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Father of these brilliant millions of the night ! 

Of which the least, full Godhead had proclaim^} 

And thrown the g^er on^is knee— Or, say, 

Is appellation higher still, Thy choice ? 

Father of matter^s temporary lords ! 

Father of spirits ! nobler of&pring ! sparks 

Of high paternal glory ; rich endowed 

With yarioQS measures, and with various modes 

Of instinct, reason, intuition ; beams 

More pale, or bright from day divine, to break 

The dark of matter org^ized (the ware 

Of all created spirit ;] beams, that rise 

Each over other in superior light. 

Till the last ripens into lustre strong, 

Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 

(Far fonder than e^er bore that name on earth) 

Of intellectual beings ! beings blessed 

With powers to please Thee ; not of passive ply 

To laws they know not; beings lodged* in seats 

Of well-adapted joys, in different domes 

Of this imperial palace for thy sons ; 

Of this proud, populous, well-policied. 

Though boundless habitation, planned by Thee: 

Whose several clans their several climates suit; 

And transposition, doubtless, would destroy. 

Or, oh ! indulge, immortal King ! indulge 

A title, less august, indeed, but more 

Endearing ; ah ! how sweet in human ears! 

Sweet in our ears, and triumph in our hearts I 

Father of immartcUity to man ! 

A theme that lately* set my soul on fire. — 
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And Thou the next ! yet equal ! Thou, by whom 

That blessing was convey'd ; far more ! was bought ; 

Ineffable the price ! by whom all worlds 

Were made ; and one redeemed I illustrious Light 

From Light illustrious ! Thou, whose regal power, 

Finite in time, but infinite in space, 

On more than adamantine basis fix'd, 

Q'er more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, 

Inyiolably reigns ; the dread of gods ! 

And, oh ! the friend of man ! beneath whose foot. 

And by the mandate of whose awful nod, 

All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

Through the short channels of expiring time, 

Or shoreless ocean of eternity, 

Calm, or tempestuous (as thy Spirit breathes,) 

[n absolute subjection ! — And, O Thou 

The glorious Third ! distinct, not separate ! 

Beaming from both ! with both incorporate; 

And (strange to tell !) incorporate with dust! 

By condescension, as thy glory, great. 

Enshrined in man ! of human hearts, if pure, 

Divine inhabitant ; the tie divine 

Of heaven with distant earth ! by whom, I trust 

(If not inspired,) uncei^ured this address 

To Thee, to Them — To whom ? — Mysterious PowerJ^ 

Reveal'd — ^yet unreveal'd! darkness in light I 

Number in unity! our joy ! our dread! 

The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin ! 

That animates all right, the triple sun ! 

Sun of the soul ! her never-setting sun 2 

Triane, unutterable, unconceired. 
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Abscoadinj, yet demonstrable, Great God ! 

Greater than greatest 1 better than the best ! 

Kinder than kindest ! with soft pity's eye, 

Or (stronger still to speak it) with thine own, 

From thy bright home, from that high firmament. 

Where Thou, from all eternity, hast dwelt ; 

Beyond archangels' unassisted ken ; 

From fiar abo^e what mortals highest call ; 

From elevation's pinnacle ; look down. 

Through — ^what ? confounding interval ! througli all, 

And more than labouring fancy can conceive ; 

Through radiant ranks of essences unknown ; 

Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd 

Round various banners of Omnipotence, 

With endless change of rapturous duties fired : 

Through wondrous beings' interposing swarms 

All c^usteriuj at the call, to dwell in Thee ; 

Thro ;gh this wide waste of worlds ! this vista vast, 

All sanded o'er with suns ; suns turned to night 

Befon"} thy feeblest beam — Look down — down — down 

On a poor breathing particle in dust, 

Or, lower, — ^an immortal in his crimes. 

His Climes forgive! forgive his virtues, too ! 

Those smaller faults, half converts to the right ; 

Nor let me close these eyes, which never more 

May see the sun (though night's descending scale 

Now weighs up mom,) unpitied, and unbless'd! 

In Thy displeasure dwells eternal pain ; 

Pain, our aversion ; pain, which strikes me now: 

And, since all pain is terrible to man, 

Though transient, terrible ; at Thy good hoor, 

Grentlj, ah gently, lay me in ray bed, 
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My clay-cold bed! by uature, now, so neart - 
By nature, near; still nearer by disease ! 
Till then, be this, an emblem of my grare : 
Let it outpreach the preacher ; every aight 
Let it outcry the boy at Philip's ear ; 
That tongue of death ! that herald of the tomb ! 
And when (the shelter of thy wing implored] 
My senses, soothed, shall sink in soft rep5>se ; 
O sink this truth still deeper in my soul, 
Suggested by my pillow, sign'd by fate, 
First, in fate's volume, at the page of man — 
JlfonV sickly soul, though turned and tossed for evfr» 
Finm^ n4^ to side, can rest on noxjight hut Thee ; 
Here, injiill trust; hereafter, in full joy ; 
On JThee, the promised, sure, eternal down 
Of spirits, toiPd in travel through this vale. 
Nor of that pillow shall my soul despond ; 
Pop— Love almighty! Love almighty ! (sing. 
Exult, creation !) Love ahnighty, reignaT! 
That death of death ! that cordial of despair! 
And loud eternity's triumpliant song! 

** Of whom, no more : — For, O thou Patron God! 
Thou GrOD and mortal ! thence more GrOD to manl 
Man^s theme eternal ! man's eternal theme ! 
TIiou canst not-^ape uninjured from our praise. 
Uninjured from our praise can He escape. 
Who, disembosom'd from the Father, bows 
The heaven of heavens, to kiss the distant earth I 
Breathes out in agonies a sinless soul 
Against the cross, death's iron sceptre breaiks! 
From famish'd ruin plucks her human prey 1 
Throws wide the gates celestial to bis tOM i 
W 
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Their gratitade, for tuch a bonndleas debt 
Deputes their tnffering brothers to receire I 
And, if deep human guilt in payment fails; 
As deeper g^t, prohibits onr despair ! 
Enjoins it, as our dntj, to rejoice! 
And (to close all] omnipotentlj kind. 
Takes his delights among the sons of men.''* 

What words are these ! — ^And did they come from 
hearen ? 
And were they spoke to man ? to guilty man ? 
What arc all m3rsterie8 to lore like this ! 
The song o( angels, all the melodies 
Of choral g^ods, are wafled in the sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the brc^en heart : 
Though plunged, before, in horrors dark as niglilt 
Bich prelibatioo of consummate joy ! 
Nor wait we dissolution to be blessM. 

This final effort of the moral muse. 
How justly titled ! f Nor for me alone: 
For all that read ; what spirit of support, 
Wliat heights of consolation, crown my song^ ! 

Then, farewell Night ! Of darkness, now, nc 
Joy breaks, shines, triumphs; ^s eternal day. 
Sh?!l that which rises out of nought complain 
O ' - ^'5w evils, paid with endless joys ? 
My soul ! henceforth, in sweetest union join 
The two supports of human happinebs. 
Which some, erroneous, think can never meet; 
True, taste of life, and constant thought of death! 
The thought of death, sole victor of its dr^ad I 
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Hope, be thy joy ; and probity, thy skill ; 
Thy patron, He, whose diadem has droppM 
Yon gems of hearen; eternity, thy piize: 
And leave the racers of the world their own. 
Their feather, and their froth, for endless toils : 
They part with all for that which is not bread ; 
They mortify, they starve, on wealth, fame, powcv 
And laugh to scorn the fools that aim at more. 
How must a spirit, late escaped from earth. 
Suppose Philander's, Lucia's, or Narcisba^i 
The ( ruth of things new blazing in its eye, 
Look back, astonished, on the ways of men, 
W hose Hves' whole drift is to forget their gra.? ed * 
And when our present privilege is past, 
To scoui^e Qs with due sense of its abuse. 
The same astonishment will seize us all. 
What then must pain us, would preserve oi 
Lorenzo ! ^tis not yet too late : Lorenzo! 
Seize wisdom, ere 'tis torment to be wise ; 
That is, seize wisdom, ere she seizes thee. 
For what, my small philosopher \ is hell? 
^is nothing, but full knowledge of the 
When truth, resisted long, is sworn our foe» 
And calls eternity to do her right. 

Thus, darkness aiding intellectual light. 
And sacred silence whispering truths divinay 
And truths divine converting pain to peace, 
My song the midnight raven has outwing^d. 
And shot, ambitious of unbounded scenes, 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world. 
Her gloomy flight But what avails the flight 
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Of fancy, when oar hearts remain below ? 

Virtue abounds in flatterers, and foes : 

*Tia pride, to praise her ; penance, to perform. 

To more than words, to more than worth of tongue 

LoRRNs^ ! rise, at this auspicious hour ; 

An hour, when Heayen^s most intimate with mftu; 

When, like a fallings star, the raj dirine 

Glides swift into the bosom of the ju«t; 

And just are all, determined to reclaim-, 

Which sets that title high, witnia tnj reach. 

Awake, then ; thy Philander calls : awake? 

Thoa, who shalt wake, when tne creation sleepy^ 

WliC t ill^e a taper, all these suns expire ; 

When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath. 

Plucking the pillars that support the world, 

In Nature^s ample ruins lies entombM ; 

And Midnight, universal Midnight! reigni. 



SlNIft. 



PlW n»;e» have been deeper in dispute about retigion than this. 
Th<» dispute about relig^ion, and the practice of it, seldom go 
tOjj^i 'her. The shorter, therefore, the di:«pute, the better. I 
thml it may be reduced to this single question. Is man im» 
mort \l. or is be not * If he is not, all our disputes are mere 
amtl^ement>, or irials of skill. In this case, truth, reason, reli- 
eion, winch ^ive our discourses such pomp and solemnity, are 
(as will be shown) mere empty sounas, without an} mcHiiing 
in them. But if man i» immortal, it will behove him to be 
very serious about eternal consequences ; or, m other words, 
to be fruir relic:inus. And (his ^rea( fundamental truth, un- 
•stabliVheJ oi i nnwakened m the minds of men, is, [ con- 
ceive, the real source and sup'^rt of all our infidelity ; how 
remote soever the particular objectio;:^ advanced may seem to 
be fiom it. 
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